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PROLOGUE 


Once, a belng who called himself Count Ibl!s came to the battlestar GALACTICA, offering to become 
the Saviour of Mankind. Captain Apollo, Commander Adama's son, was susp!ctous of the stranger, 
and defiled him. For this deflance, Lieutenant Sheba, for whom the young Captain cared greatly, 
was condemned to die, that her lost soul might curse him for all Eternity. But It was Apollo whom 
Ibifs struck down In his rage. 


The entities who caused Ibils to flee after committing this murder offered to restore Apollo to 
his grieving friends — for a pricee Sheba and Lleutenant Sterbuck volunteered thelr own IIves as 
his ransom, but such sacrifice proved unnecessary. Calling the two Warrlors "spirits of great 
promise," the entities of the mysterltous Ship of Lights freely returned Apollo to them, allve and 
unharmed. 


The GALACTICA continued on her course, in possession of possible coordinates to her destination, 
the planet Earth. 


For Sheba, the day every Warrior dreads came all too soon -- she left on a mission from which she 
did not returne Apollo suffered the most at her early death, for he had come to love her since 
the day he dled for her; and, but for a cruel quirk of fate, he would have been her wingmate on 
that tll-destined patrol. 


He still carried that love and gullt tn his heart when Ibifs returned to take the vengeance he had 
sworn against the Captaine Apollo and Lieutenant Relsa, a complete Innocent, were kidnapped and 
taken to die on an Inhospitable worid where the natives worshipped Ibils as a god, and where they 
freely carrled out his commands (APOLLO'S ODYSSEY, OSIRIS Publications, 1981). 


Sterbuck sought desperately to reach his friends, certain he could somehow save them. He dis- 
covered Relsa's body, but could find no trace of Apollo. He stayed too long, and realized he was 
doomed only when the anclent world began to disintegrate around him In its death throes. 


Caught In a volcanic eruption, unable to reach his ship, with no possibility of escape, Starbuck 
willed himself to face a flery death —- then found himself safely returning to the GALACTICA, with 
no memories except the certain knowledge that Apollo was allve, somewhere, by some Power he could 
not fathom. That thought carried him through his subsequent tllness, sustalning him despite the 
many suggestions that he had become Insane from hIs ordeal. 


The GALACTICA and her combat squadrons adjusted to Apollo's loss as they had been forced to adjust 
to so many other deaths since thelr escape from the Cylon-wrought Destruction. Lieutenant Boomer, 


promoted to Captain, took Apollo's position as Filght Commander, and Starbuck returned to the 
ranks of Blue Squadrone.e. 


PART |: PREMONITION OF DESTINY 


Starbuck stared down at the table, shocked Into sllence, suddenly palee The vague eches and pains 
that had finally forced him to LIfe Centre hadn't seemed anything too serfouse Doctor Salik's 
words stil! seemed unreal, slowly sfnking Into his mind Ifke the tentacles of some monstrous ev! | 
creature Intent on destroying him from withtne Setting hIs hands carefully on the table before 
him, palms down, he pushed himself to his feet, [gnoring Casslopela's sobs behind hime 


"Is there any chance of a mistake?" he tried to demand, his voice a husky whisper. 


Saltk sighed, then shook his head, himself shaken by the news he'd been forced to give the young 
Warrtore "I doubt It. If you like, we could run another sertes of tests, but |'m afraid the re- 
sults would only be the same." 


Knees falling him, Starbuck sat down again, his eyes moving to Cassie's tear-stalned face.e Her 
mute nod of agreement killed any hope he might have had. “How long?" he forced himself to ask. 


"With proper care, probably several sectears, longer If the dlsease goes Into remission," the 
doctor repited carefully. “Breakdown of the nervous system has already begun, however, and you 
shouldn't be flying any moreeee" 


"But how could It come so fast?" Starbuck cried, hiding hIs face In his hands. "There was no 
trace at my last check-up...” 


"I'm sorry, Starbuck, truly, | ame it happens this way sometimes. This degenerative nerve dis- 
ease Is one of the few we can't do much about, except delay the Inevitable." 


Starbuck shuddered. Inevitable. "But, so fast?" HIs volce pleaded for a reprieve of some kind. 
“Why? And why me? Isn't there anything you can do?" 


"l¢ there were, we'd be doling It already. Captaln Boomer will have to know, so he can remove you 
from the filght roster." 


"No!" Starbuck caught Salik's arm before the doctor could walk aways "Noe I! meaneeel*It tell 
hime Pleasee Let me tell him, If he has to know. Can | have a few days? To put things In or- 
der, finish some thingsse." 


The older man's voice was fliled with gentle remonstrance. “Starbuck, he has to be told now. You 
shouldn't be flying any more. Your reflexes are already off, and It won't be long before they 
serlously Impatr your abl litye.." He broke off, realizing the significance of the look In Star- 
buck's eyes, the tone In his volcee "No, Starbuck. You may want to die In space, and let this 
die with you — but consider." 


The doctor's voice dropped, but retalned Its Intensity. "If you were to black out In battle, or 
lose control of your ship on patrol, you might kill someone else, too. Do you really want that 
hanging over you? Must someone else — one of your friends -- share your death with you?" 

Starbuck looked away, sllently shaking hls head. Salik squeezed his shoulder, offering what 


little comtort he had to give, then left the small chamber. The Lieutenant continued to stare at 
the blank wall before him. 


Casslopeta's sobs didn't penetrate his numbed brain untt!i she put her arms around him and leaned 
her head on hIs shoulder. "I'm not sure |'m ready to dle yet, Cassie," he murmured. 


"Oh, Starbuck!" She turned, and ran from the room. 


He watched her goe HIs eyes empty, I!feless, he stood In silence -- alone. 


Se eene 


Leaning back In his chatr, a satisfied smile on hls previously thoughtful features, Starbuck laid 
down his cards — a perfect pyramid — and took a drag on his cigar. “Well, gentlemen?" 


"! don't belleve [t," the Libran Cadet breathed as he lowered his own hand, a respectable three- 
quarter pyramid. 


Giles and Cree looked at each other In exasperation. The other participants In the game congratu- 
lated themselves on getting out when they had. . 


"All the yahrens we've known him,” Giles muttered, "and we stIll keep on falling for that Innocent 
look." 


Starbuck modestly accepted thelr grudging compliment, and raked In his pile of cubits. Cree 
picked up the cards to deal the next hand, as Starbuck finished his smokee The pilots who weren't 
playing, who were merely watching the geme, leaned back for a few centons, discussing the game. 
Most of Blue Squadron was In the ready room, elther watching the players or sitting tn corners, 
minding thelr own business. 


Athena leaned over Starbuck's shoulder. "Haven't you had enough pyramid yet?" she whispered In 
his ear. "1 thought you wanted to go to the lounge." She planned to accompany hime 


Starbuck smiled at her, considering the offer, but the thought of ambrosia suddenly turned his 
stomache He frowned. “Just a few more hands, Athena." 


She pouted, but stayed beside him. 


His cards were less lucky on Cree's deal, and he'd already resigned himself to losing the hand 
when Colonel Tigh entered the ready room. The Executive Officer's forbidding gaze swept over the 
suddenly sllent pllots, settling on Starbuck. "I'd like a word with you, Lieutenant." His voice 
was cold. 


The pI lots exchanged confused looks; they weren't aware of anything Starbuck might have done wrong 
— at present. Starbuck himself quickly got to his feet to respond to the Colonel's "request." 


"Deny everything!" Athena whispered tmpIshlye He managed a quick grin In reply before TIgh's hand 
on hIs shoulder propelled hIm out of the room and across the corridor. 


They entered Captaln Boomer's quarters. Commander Adama was seated at the desk, while Boomer 
stood at the window port, staring Into space, his face turned from Starbuck. 


Oh, ohe Such a gathering for a reprimand? The blond Warrfor's blood ran cold. 


es 


"Sit down, Starbuck," Adama ordered kindly. With a quick glance back at the Colonel, he obeyed. 
The Executive Officer's cold expression dissolved Into compassione 


They knoWeee 


"Yes, sir," he sald aloud, sitting down and walting, dreading the next few centons. 
There was silence for a long moment before Adama broke It. "Why didn't you tell us?" 


Starbuck's eyes dropped. "I meant to, sir," he mumbled, "butee.e" He couldn't continue; the words 
stuck In hts throat, threatening to choke him. An eloquent shrug was all he could add. 


"Doctor Sallk told you two days ago. You should have spoken to Boomer Immediately. You risked a 
Cadet's IIfe on that patrol this morning." Adama's struggle to control his own emotions In an at- 
tempted reprimand was obvious. 


"It was my last patrol, Commander. |. eeneeded Ite teeedidn't think one more dayeeewould make 
much difference." 


"That's not the poInt, Lieutenant," Adama said quietly, his eyes closed as If In paine 


"Damn It, Starbuck!" Boomer turned ebruptly to face him, and Starbuck could see the tears on his 
friend's face. "You didn't tell me! You didn't tell your friends! If Cassle hadn't come cry- 
Ingeee” He turned away again, swinging his fist savagely at the wall. 


Adama's volce agatn broke the tense silence. "You should have told Captain Boomer. He had a 
right +o know, even If you didn't want the rest of the squadron told.- He has a duty that your 
action makes all! the more difficult." 


The wretched mental angulsh of the past two days caught up to Starbuck agafn, and he felt himself 
shekiInge “Well, he knows now. I'm off the squadron. I'm out of everything. What do |! do now? 
Check Into Lite Centre and walt, while everyone | care about stares at me and cries, and wonders 
tf I*tl last the day? ! don't need that! |! don't..." 


"Lieutenant!" Tigh cut In sharply. 


He broke off In mid-sentence and stared at the floor, shocked by the outburst from the normally 
calm Executive Officer. "“!'m sorry, sir," he whispered. 


Suddenly, thelr compassion tasted very bitter, and he got to his feet, forcing his features Into 
an Icy maske "Is that all, sirs?® 


The other men exchanged uncomfortable glancese Then Adama nodded. Starbuck strode from the room, 
hts head held high. 


"Captain Boomer?" 
"Yes, Commander?" 
"i¢+'s golng to be hard to keep this from the men, but do what you can. Starbuckee.e" Adama's 
volce died aways Tigh and Boomer both stared out the port; he bowed his head sadly. "He'll 


appreciate It, | think. Lordseee We've lost so manyeeeZac, Serina, Apollo, all the others..e.and 
now this. Starbuck..." 


*&e#eet & 


The workout felt good. The exercise and a turboshower put Starbuck In a better mood than he'd 
been In for a sectone Except for that slight twinge, and those passing moments of weakness.e. 


*HT, Starbuck." 
He Jumped. Boomer stood In the doorway. 


He looked away as he pulled on his shirt. “HI, Boomer. 1! suppose you've got everything taken 
care of." 


"I'm sorry about thise” 


The Lleutenant shrugged. "It's not Iike you could do anything about tt, Captain. Like the doctor 
sald, It just came from nowhere. 1 suppose my luck had to run out sometime." 


Boomer sat down on a bench, watching him Intently. "What're you planning on doltng?" 


"Oh, thought I'd start with a night on the RISING STAR, If that's all right with you," was the 
flippant reply; Boomer winced. “You have anything better In mind?" 


"That's not what | meant. I! meanteee™ 


"While I'm waiting to die? C'mon, Boomer, you can do better than that!" 


"(*m sorry, Starbuck." 


"And ! sald there's nothing to be sorry about. So would you Just cut It out and stop staring at 
me as If I*I! keel over any micron?" He fled the locker room. 


"Damn It, Starbuck!" Boomer sworee “Would you Just let us tell you we care?" 


t+ & & & 


Starbuck sat morosely In one corner of the shuttle, alone, In clvilfan garb, Ignoring the cheerful 
buzz of conversation esround hime He'd already ImbIbed enough ambrosia to cloud hls senses. 
Leaning back In his seat, he watched his fellow passengers during the short ride to the pleasure 
shipe It seemed to be a holiday; everyone was dressed In finery, laughing and happy. 


Except MBeece 


He hadn't planned on making the trip alone. But when he'd seen Casslopela, he could tel! she was 
trying her best to hide her tears, and wasn't succeeding very well; he'd walked out on her. And 
when he'd seen Athena, her eyes were swollen and red -- the Commander had told her the bad news; 
he couldn't bear her tears any better than Cassle's, so he'd left her alone, too. And there 
wasn't anyone else he even wanted with him, not tonight. If this was to be his last fling, he tn- 
tended to make the most of It. 


8Mind tf | sit here?" 


He looked up to see a slender woman with plercing blue eyes; her long, dark halr was pulled back, 
and fel! In soft ringlets. In a gauzy, silvery gown, she looked very young, although her eyes 
held a strange maturity. Starbuck felt a stirring of Interest, but squeiched It Immediately; the 
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‘ast thing he needed tonight was an Innocent girl following him around. He gestured at the empty 
seat and turned away. He never saw her penetrating gaze or understanding smile. 


Aboerd the RISING STAR, Starbuck made a bee-IIne for the matn gambling hall. In moments, he'd 


found himself a good spot at a pyramid hI-lo table, and an attractive woman with short blonde hair 
had attached herself to his side. 


"Your luck seems very good tonight," the blonde purred after he won an especlally large pot. 


He smiled charmingly, hfs head somewhat cleared by the passage of a centare He considered her 
possible willingness later [tn the night. 


"You must be a good luck charm," he finally responded. "Think | could convince you to get us a 
couple of drinks?" 


“Love to," she repifed with an alluring smile, and reached for a palr of cubits. WithIn centons, 
she had returned, with two elegant goblets filled with golden IIquid. He took one without a word, 
and she settled at his side. 


The dealer p!icked up the cardse "Do you reallze," the woman murmured, “you stiil haven't told me 
your name?" 


"i'm Starbucke And you'reee.?" He glanced at her. Her eyes were cold, empty, and he felt a sud~ 
den chilis Yes, she'd bewllitng -- but the sudden distaste he felt told Starbuck that he 
wouldn't be. 


"Lilith," she answered, her fingers resting I!ghtly on his arm. 


He plcked up his cards. Nelfther of them noticed the frown on the face of the dark-halred young 
woman tn the silvery gown, who watched them from across the glittering lounge. She never spoke, 
never played, only watched Starbuck with compassion In her eyese Such was the aura about her thet 
none of the Inebriated pleasure-seekers In the room even approached her. 


Another centar of hi-lo and small talk with the fair-halred woman had Starbuck gritting his teeth. 
He couldn't understand h!is reaction to what she offered -- but he didn't want It- A few more 
centons, and he decided he'd had enough. 


"Well, { think I*ve had It for the evening," he sald, briskly collecting the large pile of cubits 
spread before him. 


Ltitth took his arme “Enough of cards, perhaps, but are you sure you're finished for the evening? 
With everything?" Light fingers brushed along his Jaw as she rested her smal! oval chin agalnst 
his shoulder. 


Casually, delfberately, Starbuck pulled out a large golden cubit. 


"Thanks for the entertainment," he sald, smiling, as he pressed the money between her ful! lips. 
The sudden rage In her Icy blue eyes almost made him laugh. "!"Il be seeling youe" He turned, and 
walked away through the crowd. 


Alone again, he found himself a dark corner In one of the entertainment lounges. The singer was 
good, and her soft ballad soothed his mind. In the darkness, emong strangers, he felt less 
uneasye He took a sip from the glass before hime 
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Empty, he thought. It was all so empty. Drinking, gambling, LIIIth -- all empty. It didn't mean 
much, and It left no feeling Inside. Is there any meaning to anything I've done? 


“| remember youe. You were on the shuttle." It was the giri/woman In the ethereal stivery gown; 
she stood before h!is table, almost glow!ng In the dim Ifght. "Are you here alone, too?" 


Starbuck managed a cold smile. "Sit down, If you I Tkee” 


She did so, gliding Into the chair opposite hime She sald no more, simply watched him, with blue 
eyes he found Incredibly lumInous. 


"Uh, can ! get you a drink?" he asked after several centons of silence, seeing a waltress hovering 
nearby In anticipation. 


"That would be very kind of yous" 


He gestured to the woman with the tray of assorted I!quorse As long as she was there, he grabbed 
arefill for himself. 


"You don't seem to be celebrating,” his companion sald. He didn't see the sympathy tn her large, 
Incredibly wise eyes; he did see her warm smile as she took the goblet he offered her. 


“Why should [2° he asked, recklessly draining his first drink In one long swallow. 


“Everyone else seems so happy. It's acelebration, after ail, supposedly the birth date of the 
First Lord of Kobol.” 


"{ don't care about the Lords. It's no celebration for mee" 
"Oh." She turned to watch the sInger.e A cascade of her curls, bound with small white gems, fell 
off her shoulder. She had a lovely profile, and somehow, Starbuck felt better just having her sIt 


at his table. 


"That song -~ It's Caprican, Isn't It? The Capricans have always had the wisest acceptance of 
death, and an understanding of Its place In I!fe," she commented, her eyes and voice far away. 


Starbuck | stened carefully to the words. Yes, an old song, about a woman's love for a dead man. 
Sad, but appropriate. His clouded brain sought for something to say, but he couldn't think of 
anything appropriate. 

"You must not have been born on Caprica," he sald at last, awkwardly. 

"No, nor on any of the Twelve Worlds." She smiled back at hime 

"Space~born, then?" 


"Yes." She seemed amused. 


He felt the Inanity of his comments grow!ng worse. If he didn't say something clever or charming 
soon, she'd leave -- and, much to hfs surprise, he found he wanted her to stay. 


"You haven't told me your name," he said, cursing Inwardly. Hopeless, Starbuck, hopelessee. 


"You haven't told me yours,” she countered. 


"itm Starbucks" He extended a hand -- and knocked over one of the goblets, spliling her still un- 
touched drink across the table. "Oh, |'mterribly sorryee. I'm clumsy tonight..." In more ways 
than on@eece 


She Jumped back. “It's all right. It didn't spill on me. But the table's a messeee" 


Starbuck stood up as she did. "Would you IIke to change tables, or maybe go somewhere else?" He 
held his breath. 


She seemed about to turn away, angry, then stopped and gazed at him thoughtful ly. "| think I'd 
IIke to talk to you," she sald softly. "Is there somewhere we can go that's private?" 


HIs mind reeled. "I'l! find a place," he promised. 


In a moment, he'd located a walter, obtalned the key to a private room, and was leading the woman 
there. He didn't realtze he still didn't know her name. 


Once they'd reached thelr destination, Starbuck nearly collapsed on a pile of cushions. The woman 


smiled and walked to the viewport, gazing out at the stars and the F leet before glancing about the 
chamber at her surroundings. 


it was a simple, yet exotic, room, reminiscent of something from old Artes. The dominant colour 
was a muted blue. Gauze curtains berely concealed a sleeping chamber, and the antechamber In 
which they found themselves contained a pair of short-legged tables, several piles of thick 


cushtons, and a simple free-form sculpture surrounded by moving IIghts In subdued shades of biue 
and dim white. 3 


Several centons later, a walter del!lvered the ambros!a Starbuck had ordered. The Warrfor pulled 
himself back to his feet to pour the potent IIquor Into crystalline chaltces. 


"Would you like one?" 
She took the glass, then settled among the blue cushions, alongside hime 
"You look IIke you belong there," he said shakily, "a soft cloud In a clear Caprican sky." 


She lowered her eyes [In acknowledgement of the compliment, then spoke. "Tell me about yourself, 
Starbuck." 


He shrugged, and looked away from her, hls eyes finally settling on the sculpture, watching the 
play of Itghts ecross It. "There Isn't much to tell. | was born on Caprica, grew up there with 
my foster parents, attended the Academy, became a Warrior, and Joined the Fleet. I was lucky 


enough to survive the Destruction and hook up with the GALACTICA again, and I"ve been here ever 
stIncee Tell me about you, now." 


"You don't seem pleased with what you've done with your life." 


Starbuck stered Into his glass, and the woman watched Intently. He was too drunk to realize she 
hadn't answered a single one of his questions all evening. 


"! guess not," he finally muttered, as reluctantly as tf she'd dragged the admission from him. 


"Why?" 
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"I feel IIke everything's Just begun: and now, It's al! over, for me@eee" 


"What do you mean?” 


"Damn Iti" he exploded In response to her InsIstence, forcing htmself back to hIs feet. "I didn't 
mean that. | didn't mean this at all. | didn't bring you here to tel | you my troubles." 


"What Is your trouble?" she probed agatn. 


"You really wanna know? I'ma dead man, just Ifke tn the songe I'm sick, and I'm dytng, and It 
doesn't matter because | haven't done anything with my IIfe, and now, I never will. How's that 
for bluntness?” He trembled, a combInation of alcohol, tl lness, and fear. 


“And what are you dolng to change I+?" she asked, as calmly as before. 


"Huh?" He stared at her. 

"You drink, you gamble, you take your pleasure where you can." 

"So?" he demanded angrily. “It's my IIfe, Isn't It? | can do what | want with I+, can't 12" 

She seemed hurt. "Truee You can do what you wish. Your I!fe Is almost over, and you feer you've 
done nothing, but you won't try to change It. Very well. If that Is your choltce, | won't stand 
In your way." She crossed the room with II!ght, flowing steps; her fingers were on the door panel 
before Starbuck found words to speak. 

"No!" he called softly. She stopped, and he stood beside her, pulling her hand from the switch. 
"Please. | didn't mean to make you angry. I! want to talk to youe ! need to talk to somebody." 
There was a hint of tears In his eyes. 

"Very well, Starbuck, If that Is your cholce." 

"My choice? If | had a cholce, | wouldn't be dying." 

"Do you fear death so?" 

Unable to look Into her compassionate eyes any longer, he sat gingerly on one of the low tables. 
"I"ve Ilved with death all my life, espectally since | became a Werrlor. | don't understand why 
It seems so terrible now. Maybe It's Just the way people keep looking at me, and pitying me. | 
can't take It. Death In space Is quick, and you become a hero. But thisee-this Is slow, andeee 
It's what | fear." 

"Other people's compassion? Your friends' concern for you?" 

"| don't know any more." HIs drink tlpped over on the thick carpet; nelther of them noticed. He 
ran a hand through his halr, got up, and went to sit on the cushions. The woman sat besIde hin, 


and took h!s other hand. 


“You've lived with death, but you've never faced Its definite place tn your I!fee You have to 
consider It, Starbuck. All men dle." 


"| know. I'm dyinge™ His volce was hopeless. He lay back among the p!! lows. 
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"Would you change things If you had the time?" 


"| don't know." He tried to sit up. His head swam, and he gave up- "!'m not sure what I'd 
change, or how things would be different. ! Just know | don't feel ready to die." 


"Maybe you aren't, now. But will you be when the time comes? Can you accept death with tranqul I- 
lity, and face the ultimate Judgement {t brings? ! hope so, Starbuck. Other I Ives may depend on 


it.” There was something urgent In her volce and eyes, and In the gentie pressure of her fingers 
on his hand. 


He found the strength to sit upe- “Who are you?" he asked again. "I don't understande.o" 


"You were so willing to pay the final price when Apollo died, and you were willing to sacrifice 
yourself to follow him through the fire. His spirit has been with you for many yahrense Can you 


l!ve up to the promise you have within yourself? To the promise you have given to others? Have 
you learned, Starbuck?" 


He could sense an Intense yearning In her, a hopeeee For me? 1 don't understand," he sald fal- 
tertngly. "How can you knowee.?" 


"What would you choose? Your spirit craves life." 
"! don't knoweee" He felt awe and terror bullding within himself. "Can you help me?" 


MWIII you accept my help without fear or shame?" She looked directly Into his soul. "You would 
accept Apollo's helpee.” 


He couldn't help It. Taking her face gently between his hands, he kissed her forehead. Her I Ips 
were too sacred. 


He didn't have the courage to do anything more. She was beautiful. She was wise.e She knew 
things nobody else could. And he trusted her. She could help him. 


"You deserve the time, Starbuck," she sald softly. "There ts much good In you, and so much life 
sttll to Ifve, so much stIIl to learn. This Is not an easy test, but | think you will pass It, 
and be ready for the crucible when the time comes. 


"For now, Ile down and sleep. Sleep has always been a great healer for the body and mind." 


He lay back and gazed up at her for a moment, his senses swimming In ambrosta and something 
greater, something he couldn't define, something In his mind and heart. "! think | love you," he 
whIisperede Then he was asleep, a deep and dreamless rest. 


The woman smiled as she passed her hand over his forehead. "Yes, Starbuck, you shail have the 
times You will pass the tests, and come from the crucible a better man for them. Once, you of- 
tered your I!fe to call Apollo back from death. Now, you must face death again. Soon, you will 
have to face what will be worse than death for yous. But! will be there, Starbuck, when the test 
ts hard, when you aren't sure. 


"Don't be too proud to accept the help of your friends, Starbuck. They, too, have known pain, and 
they care for you, as | do. Farewell, gentle love." 


Then she was gone, somehow passing through the walis to soar away among the stars tn a momentary 
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flare of light, a ball of II fe energy, then nothing. 


Starbuck slept peacefully, a falnt aura glowIng softly around his body for long centons before [t, 
too, was gone, and only starlight [Illuminated the quiet chamber. 
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Starbuck groaned, clasping his hands to his achIng head. 
*So you're still here." 


He opened bleary eyes, winctng at the sound of the rasp!Ing voice. Doctor Sallk stood over him. 
He looked around. He was tn a chamber In Life Centre. 


"Whaeee? Owww!l” 


"Captain Boomer and Lieutenant Jolly brought you tn a few centars ago. You'll! be all right." The 
doctor's voice held no sympathy for the agony throbbIng through him. 


"Did | really drink that much?" Starbuck moaned. 

“We didn't know It was the drinking. Your friends were afrald you'd tried something else.” 
Starbuck stared. "You thought I'd try to kIll myself?" 

Sallk shrugged, hlis face harsh. "Who knows what you're thinking or doing these days? You walk 
away from everyone who tries to talk to youe" The doctor left the stunned Warrtor to contemplate 
hts monstrous hangover. 

Boomer entered the chamber a few centons later, Interrupting Starbuck's attempt to return to 
merciful sleep.e He settled himself at the bedside, gravely walting for his friend to notice. 


After a few moments, deciding Boomer wasn't golng to leave, Starbuck opened his eyes. 


"Hi, Captain. | hear you had me dragged tn here I!ke some nut case with a thing for sel f-destruc- 
tion." 


"You sure you're not a nut case?" 


"Ohe® 


"If you want to talk, Starbuck, I!'mhere. If not, I*I! go away. But ! won't waste my time and 
yours trying to talk sense to an Idiot." 


"Goode | don't have much time to waste." The wry comment had the wrong effect, as Boomer, his 
face frozen, rose to leavee "Boomer, walt." 


"Why?" 
"leoethink | wanna talk. {'m sorrye" 
"Sorry for what?" The Captain sat down again. 


“How'd you find me, anyway?" Starbuck asked, Ignoring hIs own words thrown back at him. 
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"You think we'd let you get drunk by yourself, In your condition? A couple of us went looking for 
you -- Jolly, Bojay, Greenbean, a coupia guys from the squadrone One of the walters on the RISING 
STAR sald you'd taken a room for the night. We didn't want to Intrude, but he sald you were 


alone, and that didn't sound very good. Then we found you lying there ITke you were already half 
dead, so we brought you here. We couldn't wake yous" 


"Huh?" Fuzzy though his mind might be, Starbuck knew for a fact that he remembered a young woman 
from somewhere In the night. Somehow, though, her face seemed Just a hazy mistec. 


"That's what | thought," Boomer replied with a smile, disturbing Starbuck's attempt to place the 
strange female In his memory. “But, ‘there you were, passed out, with ambrosla all over the car- 


pet, all by yourself." 


"Maybe you're right. 1! thought | remembered a girl, but | can't seem to place anything about her. 
Hmmmeee™ Starbuck frowned. 


There was a commotion at the door, and the Itghts suddenly became too bright. Starbuck hadn't re- 
allzed they'd been on a dim setting untIl the blaze momentarily blinded him. 


"Fraki™ he complained loudly, then yelped tn unexpected patn. 

"Sorry," the med tech saftd as she pulled a needle out of his arm. “A patn-ktller. Doctor Saltk 
thought you'd be ready for It by now." The woman was gone before Starbuck could think of her 
namee When he could see again, Boomer was grinning wickedly at him. 

“Why'd he walt so long?" he called after the departing tech. 

"Must be los!Ing your touch, Bucko.e®" 

"Must be,” he replied ruefully. 

Boomer grinned. back at him, then stghed. "I wish there were something | could say. ! hate seelng 
this happen to you, or anybody." He took Starbuck's hand. "It's that much harder when It's a 
friend, someone you care about." 

Starbuck looked down, nodding. "It would be easler to dle In spacee A moment you don't remember, 
and the patn's over. This way, 1! have to watch myself, and It's for sectars, not microns." HIs 
eyes were far away. "So much better In spacese.e" 

Boomer knew the cause of his friend's distant expression. "Apollo?" 


"We don't know he's dead," Starbuck InsIsted Immediately. 


"We don't know he's alfve," came the quick counter. “Whichever, he's gone, and we mourned him, In 
his timee Now, we have to mourn youee. I'm sorry, | shouldn't have sald that." 


"I+ doesn't matter," his friend sald softly. "it's nice to know somebody'I! care enough to miss 
mee" 


fWe all care" 


Starbuck knew better than to look at the other mane The words were choked with tears, and he 
didn't want to see Boomer cry. There'd been enough tears... 
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"| know, Boomers Maybe I've Just been too afraid to let you care, ‘cause then I'd have to face !t 
myselfe Dying Isn't exactly something I've been looking forward toe." 


"Nobody looks forward to dying." 

"No, | guess not," he sald thoughtfully. "Though It's something we all have to face, some time." 
The two men sat In companionable silence for a whtle. Finally, Boomer knew he had to leave. "I 
have a patrol," he sald. "Picked up some strange energy reading last night, Cree did, and we've 
been trying to figure It outec." 

"Sure, | understand," Starbuck replied huskily. "Maybe there'l| be time for some pyramid later?" 
"Yeahe Be tn the lounge with ready cubits." 


"You know It. I'll be there. Thanks." 


Then Boomer was gone, and Starbuck could take the deep breath he needed to relleve the constric- 
tion In hls throat. The p!llow absorbed his tears and muffled the soft sobs. 


Hts headache eased. He fell asleep again. 

*%*e2eeete et 
"Hello, Father. HI, kide" 
Chameleon and Dillion were walting for hime The little boy promptly Jumped Into Starbuck's arms. 
"He's missed you," Chameleon sald reproachfully. Starbuck looked up quickly, a question tn his 
eyese “There's time to tell him, and Boxey, later," the old man sald softly. "They're having a 


little party today, for one of thelr friends who's having a birthday." 


"You gonna come, Starbuck?" Dillon asked eagerly, hls eyes wide and pleading for a positive re- 
sponse. “Boxey sald ! should ask youe Say yes." 


The Warrior laughed. "I guess | have to, then. |! haven't seen elther you or Boxey In a secton." 


“Hurray! | have to go get ready." The boy squirmed free and dashed merrily down the corridor. 
Watching him fondly, Starbuck had to smile again. 


Hts father's smile vanIshed, and they walked In sllence for a while. 
Finally, Starbuck took a deep breath. "Nothing to say, Father?" 
"What should | say? I'd hoped you would outlive me, and ralse my surrogate grandson." 


"So much for mortal plans." 


Chameleon looked at him curlouslye Hts son had refused to see him for the entire past secton; 
what was he thinking of now? "Did |! miss semething?" 


"Noe | wase You'll have to take good care of the kid, you know. Doesn't look ITke I'll be 
here." Starbuck's tone was thoughtful. 
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"You've accepted It." HIs sorrow was creeping out, despite the old man's best efforts. There was 
sadness -- and yet, rellef. 


"I can't really deny It any moree The doctor did a double test, and he probably scanned me again 
last night, when | was too drunk to stop hime It sounds I!ke Just a matter of time, now.” 


They entered the turbol!ft to the Jaunch bay. DIilon was already hanging over the edge, waiting 
for them, making faces at someone they couldn't see. 


"This won't be easy for Cassle, elther. She loves youe™ Chameleon had always been fond of the 
pretty blonde med tech, and had secretly hoped for the day she and hIs son would be sealed. 


"So does Athena. So do youe My attitude these past few days must've been hel!lfsh for youe" They 
reached the shuttle, where the Impatient Dillon walted. 


"You're the one with the burden," his father sald quietly. 


The two men strapped Ine The boy ran forward; he knew the shuttle pilot, and thought he could get 
away with watching the launch from the co-pl lot's seat. 


"Only for a Ifttle while," Starbuck replied. "You're the ones who have to IIve with Ite" Then, 
with an abrupt change of subject, he sald, "I met a gir! fast night. | don't remember much about 
her, but | want to find her again. She sald some things that really got me thinkingese" 


Thelr conversation came to an end when the co-pllot dragged a mut!inous Dillon back to the passen- 
ger compartment and ordered Starbuck to strap him Ine Then they were on thelr waye Even oblique 
references to Starbuck's I! Iness were out of the question, as the small boy monopolized thelr 
attention with his party plans. 
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The gathering was a huge success. In addition to the score or more children constantly underfoot, 
there were a lot of adults Starbuck knew. The Commander had taken time to attend with Boxey; 
since his son's death, he'd been far more attentive to the youngster, spending time with him 
whenever possible. A number of pllots were present, too, Including the birthday girl's parents. 
Frult punch flowed freely, and a pyramid game —- played for small candied sweets -- rapidly proved 
that Dillon was the same compulsive gambler as h!Is foster father. 


The party had already begun to break up when a call came from the GALACTICA. Starbuck was to re- 
port back to Life Centre, and Boomer, as well. They hurried to catch a shuttle. 


"Maybe [t's golng faster than the doctors expected," Starbuck wondered aloud, quickly pushing 
aside a momentary flare-up of his old dreads He would take whatever time he had left. 


"That wouldn't be fair," Boomer replied. 
"I'm beginning to think nothing In this unlverse Its fair," hits frtend retorted. 


Beck aboard the battlestar, In Life Centre, a strangely controlled Casslopela grabbed Starbuck and 
quickiy steered him Into an examination room. Boomer was left standing alone unt!! Doctor Paye 
hurried by. 


“Doctor, what Is It?" he demanded, grabbing the medical officer's arm before he could disappear. 
"What's wrong this time?" 
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"We're not sure. We'll have to walt for final corroboration, but there may have been a mistake In 
Starbuck's check-up results." 


"What?" 


"Don't ask mee Doctor Salltk and | double-checked the first time, but this morning's scan Its 
mighty peculfare So, we've got to try It again." 


“For what?" Boomer demanded.s "Pecullar how? How Important can t+ be?" 


Paye stared him down. "I think his Iffe ts Important enough to warrant double-checkIng a possible 
problem with the dlagnos!s." 


The Captain was stunned Into momentary stlence. Was Starbuck right, and the disease proceeding 
faster than expected? "What do you mean?" 


"I don't understand {t myself. This morning's examination didn't show any trace of nerve damage, 
showed no sign of disease. There's a problem somewhere, and we've got to find It. We've already 
checked out al! our equipment..." 

it began to sink Ine “The diagnosis may have been wrong?" 

"| don't see how, butece™ 


Boomer's whoop of Joy resounded through LIfe Centre. 


“Boomer, please!" Cassfopefa hurried Into the room. "Doctor Paye, he's ready for the secondary 
nerve tissue scan." 


The doctor left, and Boomer stared at Cassie's trembling smile and shining eyes. "Is It true?" 


She took a deep breath before answeringe "I hope soe ! pray soe" Then she followed the doctor, 
leaving Boomer alone. 


He sat down on the nearest chair. "Starbuck, I'm praying for you, tooe Oh, Lords, If you've ever 
granted miracles, do so noweee" 


it was a very long centar before Starbuck emerged from the examination chamber. There was a huge, 
elated grin on his face, and Casslopela was clinging to hIs arm, her eyes bright. Doctors Paye 
and Saltk were behind them, puzzled but pleased. 


"Starbuck?" Boomer could read the verdict on ail thelr faces, but he needed to hear It. 
"I'm all right, Boomer! I'm gonna be okay!" 


Thetr laughter and Joy echoed through the corridors, fllifing both the pI lots" lounge and the ready 
room as Starbuck happ! ly rejotned Blue Squadron. 
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Starbuck sat alone In a quiet corner of the ready room, aclgar tn one hand, his chin resting on 


his other palm. He'd been Invited to Join a card game, but had refused, preferring to spend a 
little time thinking. 
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He wondered what had really happened to hIm during the previous two sectons. He'd been declared 
terminally fll, had been removed from the flight roster, had tried his best to allenate his 
friends and family, had falled to do so, and had finally been found healthy -- which all of the 
GALACTICA's squadrons seemed to have celebrated In one Hades of a welcome-back party. Now, a 
secton later, It was all past history, and nearly forgotten. 


What happened that night on the RISING STAR? He reflected thoughtfully that wishful thinking 
might have conjured the beautiful tmage he vaguely remembered meeting. After all, he'd spent most 
of hfs free time this past secton searching for the girl, with help from his friends, but had 
found no trace of her anywhere. In all honesty, no woman he'd ever encountered and been !nter- 
ested In had ever falled to turn up again -- and Interested [fn him. 


But this on@eee She'd vanished without a tracee If she was real tn the first place, and not the 
product of his drunken and slightly demented mind... 


And the things she'd saldee. She'd spoken of Apollo, and promises, and future trialse How much 
was real -— {ff any.of It? Was she a dream? And !f she wasn't, what did It all mean for him? 


Boomer thought {tf was all crazy, not worth bothering about. He didn't understand how Intensely 
Important It was to Starbuck. He had to know whether the sweet angel of that night was real, or 
only a visfon. 


Strange scanner readings had been picked up that night. Starbuck secretly thought they might be 
connected with the similar signals they'd picked up when they'd encountered the Ship of Lights. 
The readings were so brief, the signals gone so fast... There wasn't enough to study. Too bad 
Apollo and Sheba were both gone. They'd have known -—- or, at least, understoodee. 


But, tf there was a connection, Starbuck wasn't sure he wanted to know [te If he remembered cor- 
rectly, Apollo had died the first time they'd seen that Ship, and had been lost the second tIme. 


He himself had been tI! for sectons. And he'd been sick again this time, terminally so, but hed 
recoveredeece 


He didn't want to know. It was too much for the human mind to contemplate. 


"Well, dream lady," he murmured, “whoever you are, I'd iIke to see you agatine Even If you're not 
real. But whatever those trials and tests aree.." 


His clgar had burned down nearly to his fingers; he took a deep puff before putting It out. His 
thoughts were getting him nowhere, and weren't I[kely toe Stnce he couldn't find the girl, It 
must have all been a dream; dwelling on It wouldn't help. He was a walking miracle, but sitting 
alone In a corner wouldn't tell him how I+ happened -- and the medical tests hadn't revealed 
anything, elther. Ali he had were the fragments of a memoryee. 


Sorry, Angel. _ I'*Ii see you [f you ever show up again. 


He saw Athena glance his way, an Inviting smile on her lovely features when she saw she had his 
attention. As one, they rose and headed for the pllots' lounge. 


Life was back to normal. 
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INTERLUDE 


Violent death was a fact of life for the GALACTICA's pIlots. Although Starbuck had survived a 
great deal since the Destruction, his own turn at death came, so he thought, when his Viper was 
damaged In a Cylon attack. Unable to return to his base shtp, he was left behInd as the GALACTICA 
continued on her way. He found refuge on a cold and empty world. 


injured, desperate, and perhaps haif-mad, he knew he couldn't survive alone. He reconstructed one 
of his Cylon adversarltes, and the two of them began to work on the problem of survival. 


Then she came. 


She sald her name was Angela. She had the face of the woman who had haunted his dreams ever since 
his near-fatal Illness. And she clatmed the child she carried was somehow his. 


More Cylons came. Starbuck sent Angela and her son -- his spiritual child -- to safety In a make- 
shift vessel. Then he and his Cylon companion, called Cy, faced their enemies -—— and won. 


But Cy was shot down, and Starbuck was alone again, feeling more desolate than ever before In his 
life. 


He had to go one He searched for and found the ship the Cylons had arrived In, and began to make 
the necessary modifications for a human pllot. He also managed to repair his Cylon friend. To- 
gether, they left the planet the Warrior had named for himself, not knowIng where they could go, 
but certaltn that any place was better than where they were ("Picking Up and Taking Off," PURPLE 
AND ORANGE? #9, 1981). 


It took time, and many assorted per!!s and adventures, but Starbuck and Cy eventual ly encountered 
another friendly vessel, the OSIRIS -- although they were nearly killed when that ship's pilots 
mistook thelr Ralder for an enemy craft. 


The OSIRIS was a Colonial battlestar. Carrying a mixed crew of Warriors and civiitan scientific 
specialists, she had been engaged tn deep star exploration at the time of the Destruction. She 
returned to find the Colonifes In rutns; collecting what survivors she could, she began a lonely -— 
and perhaps fut! le -- quest for the GALACTICA. 


Aboard the OSIRIS, Starbuck's enduring falth was rewarded. Apollo was still allvee The exploring 
battlestar had been drawn to study a dying world -- Iblis" world -- and the darting young Sergeant 
Arton had located and rescued the Injured GALACTICA pIlot. 

Starbuck rejoined his friends ("Shades of the Past," PURPLE AND ORANGE? #9, 1981). 

He was among humans again, and some were friends from earlier tn his I!fe.e Among them was Captain 
Diana of Purple Squadron, Apollo's foster sister and the love of hIs youth. They were sealed soon 


after Starbuck's arrival. 


Also aboard was Sergeant Alexandra, a woman Starbuck had known very well Indeed at the Caprican 
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Academy. I+ was easy for both of them to fall back tnto thelr old relationship, although nelther 
truly expected It to be permanent. 


There were other old friends, and the outgoIng Starbuck quickly made new ones, settling easlly 
tnto a familiar routine, with only the names and faces changed. Like the people of the Fleet, the 
OSIRIS crew were al! survivors of a devastating war, although, Im search of a haven, thelr dream 
went more often by the name of GALACTICA. 


Starbuck never forgot the things Angela told him on their lonely world, and he secretly worrled 
when he reviewed them In his mind. Occasfonally, he would wake at night, shaking from dreams 
where he rellved past events — although his worst nightmares were born of the future she had 
predicted for him. 


He had offered his I!fe to the beneficent entitles of the Ship of Lights, but they hadn't taken 
it. When Iblis stole Apollo a second time, he'd faced death again -- a painful death he could 
have avoided, but was willing to risk for his friends. That, at least, would have been quick. 


The stark future and Inevitable pain of his tilness had been worse, and only the counsel of a 
dream woman -~ or had Angela been there, too, with her promise of comfort and ald? -- had enabled 
him to face It. 


Then, on an empty world, the thought of spending the rest of his IIlfe completely alone, without 
warmth or love, had seemed the very worst thing that could happen to any man -- yet he had _ sent 


the woman and child away, and had IIved through the terrible days which followed, res!gned at last 
to eternal loneliness. 


it hadn't been eternal — fortunately, he thought. He had escaped, to find comfort and a degree 
of happiness among his own kind again — but occaslonally, he couldn't help brooding. The final 
Judgement Angela had spoken of, the promise she'd sald his spirit held, the leerning he'd done -- 
he still didn’t know what It all meant. I+ seemed to lead to some dark and terrible future... 


He'd faced Judgement Day, and survived. But what were the results? He was left to wonder, as 
time passed slowly, as II fe continuede.. 


What comes after Jud nt Day? 
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PART 11: THE HUMAN SPIRIT 


Starbuck felt cool fingers moving along hIs Jaw, and smiled as he slowly came awake to the sleek 
female body beside his bed. 


“Ummmesemorning, Casstee.e" he murmured. 
"Cassie?" the woman repeated In an outraged volce. 


Starbuck got the distinct Impresston that those delightful fingers on his Jaw were curling Into a 
fist. He opened h!s eyes fn surprise. 


Not Cassie. Not even the right ship.e Those dreams againess "Uh, hi, Aleye™ She continued to 
stare at him, piqued; he forced a smile. "How'd you get Ineee? Uh, never minds 1! think | know. 
StIll at your old tricks, | see." 


"Yes," she replied firmly, nelther volce nor expression offering any comfort. 


You blew it, Starbuck, he told himself. That stup!d arqument a secton ago, and she hasn't forgiv- 
en me yetes. "Were youes-elooking for something In particular?" he finally asked. 


She shruggede "I was under the Impresston, from something somebody satd, that !'d be welcome 
here. Perhaps | was wrong and should leave..." 


"No, don't do that. You're a very nice sight to wake up to.” 

"Before or after you figured out who | em?" she retorted uncompromisingly. 

Starbuck sat up, leantng on one elbow as Alexandra settled back In her chafre She was wearing a 
voluminous, multi-coloured robe or tunic of sorts, covered with floral! designse He was wearing a 
sheet. They studled each other In silence. 

"You haven't changed much," Alexandra sald at laste "A lIt+tle older, but then, we're not the kids 
we were at the Academy. More mature, 1! guess, In some ways, but that's about the only differ- 


ence." Starbuck was about to nod In affirmation, wondertIng at her cholce of topics, when she 


added, "The same In other ways. | saw the way you were flirting with Lavanna when she checked you 
out of Life Centre." 


"Hey!" he protested. "We knew each other back at the Academy! You know that!" 


"You knew every girl at the Academy; that's the problem. KnowIng Lavanna, | can guess Just how 
well you knew her, too." 


She was teasing him, and he knew It. He felt relleved; the quarrel was obviously over. "About as 
well as | knew you," he replied, grinning. 


"That well, huh? You Intending to pick up that relattonshIp where It left off2" 
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He shrugged. "I'm stIll relatively new In town. ! need all the friends ! can get." 
Alexandra shook her head, laughing. “You're not new any more! You're the same old Starbuck!" 


He laughed with here "Mind If | ask where you got that...whatever {t Is you're weartng? I'd 
swear !t's got two miles of sleeve on elther end!" 


She I!fted one arm, draping long folds of cloth over the chafr. "Like [t? It's Hsarri, thelr 
standard off-duty wear, according to Arzigal. They're quite comfortable, bright and colourful, 
and everybody fn Cultural Survey fell tn love with them the first time Arzigal displayed one." 


"Oh," Starbuck chuckled. “Have they caught on?" 


"Mostly with pregnant women, since they're so easy to get around tn, but some of the clivillans are 
especially fond of theme Fornax wears one occasionally, to cover the leg brace he's had to wear 
stnce the accident. He gets around fine, but | think he's a IIttle vain about [teoo"™ 


"Oh." Starbuck continued to Inspect the gleaming matertal. 


"Planning on attending the triad game today? Apollo and Morgan are the best In our squadron; 
they're defending Purple’s honour against a palr of engineertng types from Green." 


"Mmmm, sounds good. But that won't be for several centarse" HIs volce dropped a IIttle deeper. 
"Until then...enot to change the subject or anything, Aley, but..ehow does that thing come off?" 


"Starbuck!" Some things never changed. 
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The final buzzer sounded, and the mockery of a triad game was over at last. There weren't a lot 
of people In the crowd who'd bet on Green Squadron's team, but they were quite vocal In their sup- 
port of the winners. Most of the spectators were too amazed to say much of anythIng. 


In the locker room, a still-breathless Morgan dropped onto the nearest bench, and looked up at his 
team-mate. “What In Hades happened to us? We didn't do anything right!" 


"| know," Apollo agreed. "I! don't understand It, elther. Fobos and Darius shouldn't have been 


that good -- and we should never have been that bad! We've had off days before, but nothing IIke 
this!® 


"You know the worst of I+?" Morgan asked In a consp!iratorial tone. 
Apollo's eyebrows IIfted Inquiringly, and he shoved hIs sweat-dampened halr out of his eyes. 


"The way the game was going, | tried to 'fix' It a ifttle, Just enough so It wouldn't be a com 
plete fiasco. | broke one of my own rules -- and {t didn't help a bit!" 


"Probably serves you rfght." Apollo straddled the bench alongside hIs exhausted partner. "Well, 
we cen always say It's Diana's fault." 


Thts time, It was Morgan's turn to be puzzled. "Oh?" 


"A wife ought to be supporting her husband on the triad court, not off on a mission she could've 
avoided," Apollo replied with a grin. "We've never lost when she's been watching, you knowe 
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She's our good luck charm." 


Morgan chuckled. "Could be, but that doesn't explain why my game was so bad today. You're the 


one she's sealed to, not me. Hey, you've been enjoying connublal bliss long enoughe Plan on 
keeping her?" 


"You can bet your Iife on Iti" 


"| was afraid of that. Well, If you ever get tired of the wench... But you don't belleve In 
sharing, do you?" 


Laughing, the two men headed for the turboshowers. 
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The misston was a simple one. The OSIRIS had managed to capture several relatively Intact Cylon 
Ralders tn a skirmish, and Captatn Hannibal, a mechanical genius with some knowledge of Cylon ma- 
chinery, had repaired them. Commander Christopher thought It might be nice I someone aboard his 
ship knew how to fly them. So Hannibal and Cy, Starbuck's Cylon comrade, had the dublous honour 
of takIng young Warrlors out for thelr malden flights In unfami ilar tighters. 


Stnce she was out flying a Ralder with Cy, Captaln Diana of Purple Squadron missed her husband's 
triad game. 


Hannibal was demonstrating to a young Warrlor -- too young, he thought -- Just how easy It was to 
"fix" a Rafder — In five centons’ time -- so It could be flown by one human, Instead of a three- 
Cylon crewe Both looked up In surprise when word came to clear the landing bay for an Incoming 
ship. 


Neither Captain Lala's Viper patrol nor Diana's Ralder were due back yet, and Hannibal was only 
half-way through reconnecting a delicate navigation circult to the fuel gauges.e Nevertheless, he 
and his student cleared the deck. 


It was the Ralder. Hannibal decided to Investigate Its premature return, since he was the one who 
would have to fix It If Diana had somehow managed to foul up. 


Cy clambered out and rapidly clanked to the nearest turbolift. Hannibal walted for the Captain to 
disembark, mentally checking off a serles of questions and possible problems.e When she dlIdn't 
appear, he became concernede Had she somehow been Injured, despite the simple manoeuvres, despite 


hts careful tnstructions and Cy's tutelage? Had one of the circult boards shorted out on her? He 
ran to check. 


Microns later, he Jumped from the Ralder. “Cy! Where tn Hades Is Captain Diana?" he yelled 
across the deck. His erstwhile student regarded him tn astonIshment. 


"That-!s-what-|-must-communicate-with-Commander-Christopher-about. She-was-obey!ng-a~simp le-com- 


mand-to~execute-a~starboard-bank-when-she-vanished. !t-Iis-highly-Itrregular-and-from-what-|-under- 


stend-Imposstble-for-humanse" The turbol!ft rose out of Hannibal's stght, taking the Cylon with 
Ite 


Hannibal stared after {t for only a micron; then Instinct took over. "Naradecicl!" he bel lowed at 
his student. "Get a shuttle ready. We may be needing It." 
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Apollo felt better after washing off the sweat from the debacie of a triad gamee Both he and 
Morgan looked better, too. 


"Shall we try the pIlots' lounge? We might get some sympathy, and Diana should be back soon," the 
Captain suggested. 


His companton nodded. "If we hurry, we might even convince Starbuck to buy us a_ consolation 
rounde | talked to hIm for a centon after the game, and that's where he and Alex were headed. 
Looks ifke they patched things up again." 


"They've surprised me lately. I've never known them to go without speaking to one another for an 
entire secton before. Alexandra never let It be so obvious that she didn't IIike Starbuck seelng 
other women, always pretended It didn't bother her. And thelr Itttle arguments have always blown 
over In a few centarse I'm glad they've gotten over It — but I'd sure IIke to know what set It 
off tn the first place. Diana's never too happy when someone from her squadron's sulking -- and 
Alexandra can sulk very well when she wants to." 


Morgan didn't answere He knew what was botherIng Alex; It would have been Impossible for a tele~ 
path not to pick up something IIke that. But It was none of his business —- and probably none of 
Apollo's, elther. Hopefully, Starbuck and Alexandra would work the situation out between them; 
then, maybe the Sergeant's worrles would stop sneaking In past his mental berriers. 

As the two men strolled down the corridor, carefree despite thelr defeat, they noticed someone 
standing tn the passageway shead of theme The man was of medium helght, robed In white, with a 


regal and somewhat condescending aura about hime There was something menacing In his smile. 


The stranger strode toward them, and Morgan had a definite feeling of dread.e He was unfaniilar, 
but the telepath felt sure he'd encountered him before, somewhereeece 


Apollo gasped, nearly choking as he recognized the stranger; he turned pale and staggered, would 
have fallen to his knees If Morgan hadn't caught his arm. 


"Youcee"™ 


"Greetings, Apolloe You survived our last meeting, | see. ! thought perheps you would have de- 
clphered my message." 


Apollo's volce was a rasping whisper. "No! Not agalneee!®* 


The stranger smiled.e And Morgan knew, with absolute certainty, that something was terribly wrong, 
that some great danger threatened, and that this maneeeno, this belngeeewas responsibleee. 


"| have them, Apollo. Both of them, the ones you lovee I'Ii walt for you a short time, but not 
longe For thelr sakes, don't be too slow In following." 


Then he was gone, vanishing abruptly. The two Warriors stared at an empty corridor. 


Morgan looked searchingly at his friend. Apollo was shaking, his eyes wide and staringe His lips 
moved soundiessiy. The only colour left In his face was fn his wild, terror-fllled green eyes. 


"Who was It, Apollo? Who was It?" he demanded Intensely, his hands gripping his friend's 
trembitng shoulders. 


But Apollo seemed Incapable of speech for the moment, and the telepath had to pull an answer from 
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the other man's horrifted mind. Ibilsee. 
Morgan stiffened. Iblis? Ibils had Diana? Both of themeee? 


Suddenly, he had the answer. Leaving Apollo leaning helplessly agalnst the cold metal of the cor- 
ridor wall, he ran for the nearest launch bay. 


"Apollo!" 


Somehow, from somewhere, Apollo heard that urgent call, and turned to see Starbuck running toward 


him, with Alexandra, her wingmate Lieutenant Gregory, Gregory's wife Linnea, and Cy tralling after 
hime 


"Whate oo?” 


"Apollo, Dlana's gone! They were on patrol, and Cy says she Just vanishede She was sitting right 
next to him, and she Just disappeared! We thought you should hear from friends... Lords, what's 
wrong with you? We'll find her, ! promise..." 


"Dianaeee Both the ones | love?" If possible, Apollo's face lost even more colour. "Ibifs got 
both of them?" Then, iike aman deranged, he shoved past Starbuck and the others, following 
Morgan toward the launch bay. 


"Ibifs?" Alexandra frowned. "Starbuck, Isn't that theee..?" 


Starbuck, too, was pale. "Yeah," he repifede “Let's go. We'd better go after him, before some- 
thing terrible happens.” 


"Where're we going?" Gregory asked, trotting along behind Starbuck. 


The Lieutenant stopped, taking a long look at his friend, and at the young woman so newly a wife. 
"Not youe You're not going anywhere, Grege Stay with Linnea." He couldn't ask the other man to 
go with him, to follow Apollo to Hades. Where Ibl!s was concerned, there might be no returneec. 


"While you take off after a man who may have just gone crazy?" Gregory demanded. He couldn't help 
remembering the sectars following Apollo's arrival eboard the OSIRIS. "And don't forget, Diana's 
my commander, too, and my friend." 


"Stay with your wife! Lords, stay with her, stay here, for the sake of everything you hold dear! 
| won't go alone; I*Il take Cy. We'll go after him." 


Gregory nodded slowly, [n growlng comprehension of Starbuck's dread, sensing something of the om- 
Inous turmol!ll his friend was experiencing. He took Linnea's hand, and his wite shivered as she 
moved closer to hime The young couple was left behind as Starbuck dashed toward the launch bay, 
Cy and Alexandra sttli tratling behind him. 


The launch bay Itself was tn chaos. An extremely upset maintenance tech was screaming at Hannibal 
about Idiotic Viper pllots with no brains and even iess sense, who stole ships and flew off with 
them. "And why aren't you dolng something about It, since you out-rank all of them?" 


The Captain !gnored the techniclan's outrage and grabbed Starbuck's arm as the Lieutenant tried to 
push through the confus!lon to reach his Viper. "If you think you're taking that ship and flying 
out of here without clearance, the way your two friends Just did, you're crazier than they are, 
and you won't get away with It. Liteutenant, I want to knoweeeno, I! order you to tell me what's 
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golIng one" 


The tech was still screaming In his ear. Hannibal was obviously upset. Starbuck could number on 
the fingers of one hand the times he'd heard the normal ly soft-spoken Engineer ralse his volce. 
He knew he had to give some sort of answereec. 


"I'm not sure what's gotng on, but we have to follow theme You saw how they looked!" he InsIsted, 
try!ng to pull free of the older man's surprisingly strong grasp. 


"And what are they so upset about? Yes, Diana's missing, and | understand how that would upset 
them both, but they aren't goltng to have much chance of finding her IItke this, flying off to 
the Lords alone know where without jetting us set up a search pattern." 


"A search pattern? And where wil! you start when a woman simply vanishes?" Starbuck retorted. 
"1°11 tell you what happened to her, and they know It already! She's been kidnapped by something 
thet calls Itself ‘'Count Iblis," who'll probably kill her {ff he gets the opportunity! He'll 
deftnitely kl ll Apollo If we don't stop him! What he'll do to Morgan, | don't know, but we've got 
to get to them firsti® 


"Get where? And what will you do when you get there?" 
"! don't know! Maybe nothing! But we've got to try!" 


"Lieutenant, you're not making any sense." Hannibal calmly stered him down, refusing to release 
his grip, but making no effort to force any edditional response. 


Starbuck's eyes finally dropped. He was certain his next bunk would be In the brig -- or worse, 
the mental ward of Life Centre. Who would belleve him? 


Hannibal spoke again, more gently. "ALI right, Starbuck, you seem to have some Idea what's golng 
on, and what to do about It. But we can't iet our pilots go flying off Into the Lords only know 
what craziness Ike a bunch of green Cadets. i've had a shuttle prepared, expecting we'd need It. 
Let's get going." 


The Lieutenant stered at him In astonishment. "You're coming, too?" 


"Why not? I"ve a bone to pick with whoever or whatever Is stealing pilots from ships I've worked 
so hard to repair."* 


The tdea of anyone facing down the sinister Count Ibils seemed hilarlously macabre to Starbuck, 
and he laughed -—- even as he shuddered In horror. "If you Insist, but remember, you asked for It. 


Hey, walt a micron! Alexandra, you're stay!ng here!" 


The woman hed grabbed a filght pack and was heading for the shuttle. She gave him a level glance. 
"Noe" 


“But | told you about IbliIsee. You know what he can do, what he did the last time. |! can't iet 
you Into this, any more than i'd let Greg..." 


*"Do you think you can stop me? Apollo Is my Flight Commander. Diana is my captain; she and 
Morgen are my friends. You areeeceyoue I'm golng with you.” 


There was no fear tn her brown eyes, only determination, and a quiet stubbornness that told him 
she'd go along even If she had to steal a Viper and follow them against orders. 
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Loyaity? Love? Curfosity? There was no way of telling what motivated her, but Starbuck knew the 
little trouble-maker would follow. He kissed her I!ghtly, and pulled her aboard the shuttle. 


At Just that moment, they finally heard Commander Christopher's angry volce over the ship's 


Intercom. "WII someone please teil your Commander what In Hades Is going on?" he bellowed over 
the speakers. "This Is not a request" 


The shuttle launched. 


"Another launch? By the Lords, I[*I! pull your rank! You'll be Cadets to the day you dle!" From 
the Commander's tone, that might be today. No one found the courage to answer hime 


Aboard the shuttie, Starbuck and Alexandra searched thelr scanners, and located two Vipers ahead 
of them, the first presumably Morgan's, the second, Apollo's. 


"Set course to follow," Hannibal ordered unnecessarlly, peering over thelr shoulders. 
Starbuck nodded. 

"Starbuck?" 

He glanced at Alexandra. “Yeah?” 


She regarded hIm with worrled eyes. "You don't really expect to come back ailve, do you?" It 
wasn't really a question. 


He looked away, his hands clenched and white on the controls. “1 really don't know. | just don't 
knowe" His tow volce, and the shudder he tried to conceal, procialmed his Ife. “1! shouldn't have 
brought you, Aley- 1! should have come alone.” 


Hannibal slapped him hard on the back. "There's something wrong with your attitude, Lieutenant. 
We'll come through this all right. Of course, I'm not too sure about the others, though; they're 


strange enough as It [se" 


Hts ratsed eyebrows and Innocent expression brought feeble laughter from his human compantonse 
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Morgen followed Iblfis' trall, sensing the demon's mocking laughter all the waye He knew he was 
belIng led Into a trap, and he knew Apollo was following. But Ibi!s had Diana, and one other. 
There was only one "other" Iblfs could have, since Diana was the only missing member of the OSIRIS 
CrewWeee 


She must be pregnant. 


Morgan had to reach her. There had to be some way to take her from IbIiis and survive, whatever 
Apollo feared. 


There has to be a WEY eee 


If he couldn't save her, If Apollo couldn't, Ibils would kIII her, or worse. ODfana -~ and her 
child. 
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Apollo, not far behind, had also come to a concluston about the Identity of the other captive. He 
knew what Iblis was capable of dolnge Whatever the cost, he had to save his wife -- and his 
daughter 


He had no doubts about the child betng a girl. He'd known for a long time that their first child 
would be a daughter. Ilae.e. She couldn't be more than sectons from conceptionee. 


Whatever Ibils demanded of him, Apollo knew he would surrender. For Diana's sake, for the child, 
he had no chofcee This time, he was deathly afrald Iblis had won, and his own soul would be 
forfelt. But, whatever the cost, thelr Ilves were worth Iteee 


Lords, Is there any hope for me, for themeee? 


Ibl!s had come after him before — twicee The first time, he remembered, he had survived. Ibils 
had killed him, Intending to destroy Sheba, but he'd somehow been brought back, physically and 
emotionally, although the mystery of his own resurrection still awed him. 


The second time had been worse — a death beyond reclamation, Ibils' hands stalned with a woman's 
blood, a woman he'd cared for as Just a bit more than a friend, and himself torn from home and 
dutles and family, left to dliece. 


Somehow, Dfana had pulled him through, and Morgen had helped him to heal, with time and 
friendship, love and duty. And now, It was happening agalneee And this time, it was Diana the 
demon sought. 


Not her, when he'd lost so much, so many timeSeecs 


He knew he should tell Morgan to turn back while there was still time. There was nothing his 
friend could do; he had no chance against Ibils. Dear friendeec. 


Apolio checked h!Is scanners. Something strange was happening to Morgan's Viperee. 


"Damn you, Iblis! Damn youl® he sobbed. It was already too late; Morgan's ship was breaking up. 
The demon had taken him, too - another death on the monster's hands -- and on his own conscience. 
Iblis took them all, and left only the palnee. 


Morgan, Morganeee Diana, how can | tell you this? How can you bear it? How can | ifve with [+2 


He flew his Viper directiy through the heert of the expanding cloud that had been Morgan's ship, 
past fragments of Viper, feeling every shard lancing his heart and mind. {biis was letting him 
through, but he hadn't wanted Morgane It was no longer a question of surviving, he thought. But 
he had to reach Dianae There had to be some way, for thelr daughter's sakeee. 


On the other side of the cloud of debris, he spotted a star system. There was one planet In the 
star's life belt; It might be marginally habIitable for humans. 


A face appeared among the stars, blocking them for a microne A volce echoed through the corridors 
of his mind, chilltng al! thought. "Yes, Apollo, you're still on the right path." Then Ibils' 
touch was withdrawn, and he was alone again. 


Apollo gritted his teeth In rage and despair. He took his ship down to the planet's surface, 
somehow landing through a mist of tearse Morgan hed led him here, to Iblis, to his own death. 
Iblfs had killed him. Ibifs held Diana, If she was still alive. 
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He held Apollo's soul. 
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"Wreckage," Starbuck muttered, stertng through one of the shuttie's view ports. Gleaming metal 
fragments drifted silently with space dust, expelled from the darkness of the cloud that dlIssi- 
pated even as they epproached. 


"Morgan's, do you think?" Alexandra asked worrledly. 
"Yeahs He'd want Apollo allve, for now, at least, to gloate Damn him, It's not his right! He's 
got no right to any of them, not Apollo, not Diana, and not Morgen. He'd have more right to me 


than any of them. I've always flaunted the rules. Damn him!* 


Something tn Starbuck's tone passed over Hannibal, but drew Alexandra's attention. Whatever this 
Iblfs was, could he harm Sterbuck? Would he want to? What was he? She shuddered. 


"There's a star system ahead - one star, one planet," she announced a moment later, her eyes 
fixed worrledly on Starbuck's facee Should | tell himeee? 


"That's where IbiIls Is, then, and probably Apollo and Diana as well. ! wonder why he let us get 
this fareee He's got to know we're here..." 


"You were there the other times, Starbuck. Maybe he wants you here for the grand finale -—- what- 
ever that Is." 


His eyes locked with hers. "Let's not diseppolnt him, thene Captain, do we set down?" 

"| don't think | could stop youe Cy, are our weapons fully charged?" 

"They won't be any use," Starbuck Interrupted before the Cylon could reply. “We've tried before." 
"This Iblts might not be the only thing down there that wants us dead." 


Starbuck remembered angry, frightened natives on another world half a galaxy away -- natives of 
Iblfs* world, a worid that died. He nodded. 
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Apollo never noticed the bright streak across the sky above him as the shuttle carrying his fellow 
humans entered the planet's atmosphere. He stood before the mouth of an Immense cave, gathering 
his courage for one last effort. Iblis walted within -- Iblis, and death. 


"Do come In, Apollo. 1! am not such a poor host as to leave a guest standing outside my door." 
Mallclous laughter, then, "Besides, there Is someone here who Is Just dying to see you againe You 
have arrived In time." 


Apoilo took a final look at the star above him, with all Its flaring brilltance; at the sky, an 
Incredible biue with Just a hint of the violet Diana loved so well; at the world around him, new 
and still forming, still without I! fe. He breathed a final prayer to the Lords of Kobol, Iinger- 
Ing for a moment on memortes of the GALACTICA, of his father, his sIster, hIs lost son, of old 
friends — and new ones — aboard the OSIRIS, of people and places he would never see again. 


Then he stepped forward Into the darkness. 


37 





ee 


The cave was opulent, gleaming In a IIght that seemed to come from nowhere, and everywhere. The 
Intertor was luxurlous, decorated with all the skill the flnest designers of the Colonies could 
have offered. Across the huge, stone-walled chamber, the floor was covered with thick shaggy 
carpets cut from a fur belonging to a beast Apollo had never encountered before; from thelr shape 
and thickness, he hoped he never would. The wall hangings were woven from more of the same, 


tapestries dyed In wlidly exotic colours and patterns that somehow harmonized with the rest of the 
room. 


Iblis himself sat on a carved, massIvely ornate throne midway down the length of the vast hall. 
He was dressed, as always, In quietly-coloured, rich robes, I!ke the clviifzed king of some bar- 
baric people. He held a clear crystal chalice tn one hand, and lelsurely sipped Its golden-brown 
contents - 


Chained, a collar at her throat, Diana knelt beside Ibils' throne. Her Jacket and laser were 
gone; her unlform was torn. Her flery hair formed a tangled halo around her face. 


Once, Iblis had used sweet words to try to seduce Sheba; he had very nearly succeeded. But with 
this woman, he had obviously tried a different ploy. 


Nothing could have galled Apollo more. "Damn you!" he crfed through clenched teeth. 


"Ah, my little peteee Do you IIke her?" The demon ran his fingers through the red mane of hair, 
a gentie touch that pulled through the snarls. His eyes dared the human to challenge him. 


Apollo nearly drew his laser before he remembered It would do no good. 


"I¢ you behave well," Ibils continued conversationally, “1 might even let you see her now and 
thene And now, tf you look to your left, you will see another recent acquisition." 


Filled with dread, Apollo turned es a tapestry parted, as If drawn back by Invisible hands, to re- 
veal a golden-barred cages Morgan knelt within, a collar around his neck, coid metal links 
chaining him to the wall of his prison even as Diana was bound to the throne. He was allfve, 
buteece 


Apollo whirled on Ibifs, drawing his weapon, this time heedless of what the demon might doe 
Ibits merely smiled slightly. But Dflana screamed, and Morgan stifled a moan. 
"Don't, Apollo. 1 triedeeewhen he brought me here. He'll hurt Diana -- and you can't hurt hime" 


ShakIng with Impotent rage, Apollo threw the laser from him, and It fell with a clatter against 
the far wall of the cave. 


Iblis smtled congenlally, conttnutng to stroke Diana's hair as one might stroke the fur of a pet 
bast. "Well, Apollo, It seems you do have some sense after all. | was beginning to wonder about 
youe Won't you have something to drink?” He glanced at the chained telepath; the golden cage 
vanished. “Serve your master's guest, siave -- now!" 


A small tlare of Ifght flew from his hand toward the stili-chalned Morgan, who cried out once, 
then clenched his teeth, refusing to make any further outcry. What Ibiifs could do toa telepath 
was perhaps worse than what he could do to the others; a telepath could be forced to witness the 
motives and evil of the demon's actions. 


A tray beartng a stlvery chalice materlallzed on the floor beside Morgan. He picked It up and 
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started to get to his feet, then sank back to the shaggy carpet, gasping In agony. 
"Stop It, IbiIs!" Apollo shouted. "Stop these damnable pretenses!" 


"Show more respect for your master, slave. Serve from your knees, as befits your position." The 
suave votce never lost the slightest nuance of charm and culturee "1! do hope you iltke It, Apollo. 
It will not be so bitter, once you have downed the first swallow." 


Morgen crawled to Apollo's side, the chaln dragging behind him, and offered him the drink. 
Potson, from the hand of a friend? 


Apollo could see the straln of some great Inner struggle on his friend's features, mirrored In 


green eyes so like his own. This cannot be allowed to go Ones. 


"What do you want, Iblis?" he demanded. “What do you want from me? Just stop this. Let them go. 
I'm here — |! came to you as you wantede And I'I1 stay, I'I| do whatever you want -~ but fet them 
go!" 


"Let them go? Whatever for?" The tone was that of an Indulgent father responding In puzzlement 
to the foolish question of a small child. “After all, they are the surest guarantee of your obe- 
dtence. And they are so amusing In thelr own right." 


It can't go on! Apoilo's voice was harshe "I'mheree You've wone I'I! stay, but you have to 
let them go. I give you my wordee.” 


Ibifs laughed, a victorlous, mocking laughter that chilled the three Warriors to the very depths 
of thelr souls. "I've found your price at last, Apollo. You can't know how long ! have waited 
and planned for this.- There ts Iittie time left for you before you die, but ! will enjoy It to 
Its fullest. And after death, you will still be mine. Mine -- forever!" He stroked Diana's hair 
again, negligently, as though the action were completely natural and without conscious thought, 
and she cringed away from him. He absently pulled her chatn close, and slapped her. 


Murder glared In Apollo's eyese His hands twitched as though achIng to be around his enemy's 
throat. 


The demon noticed the convulsive movement. "Ah, do be careful, Apollo. These females can be so 
fraglleee." He smiled agaline Nothing could anger him now, as he savoured his vengeance. This 
was a victory he had destred for yahrens, ever since his first encounter with this particular 
human, who had dared to thwart him when he sought the GALACTICA and her Fleet. 


Now, the human was his prisoner, his possession, soon to be broken -- a malleable pawn to be ut- 
ter ly destroyed at his lelsure. 


"Actually, Apollo," he mused, "It's amazing that you have managed to avold me for so long. i! 
usually get what | want much more quickly. But you ~~ you have been different. You, and Starbuck 
-- and that accursed Sheba..." 

"What about Sheba?" Apollo demanded, unable to completely keep the fear from his volce.e Sheba had 
been freed, long ago! He knew It; he'd pald the price for her freedom with his Ififee She was 


free — wasn't she? Or did thls monster's touch corrupt forever? 


"Nothing Important. |! made her a promise once, one | Intend to keep today." 
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“She's beyond your reach!" Apollo InsIsted, trying desperately to convince himself. 


"Perhaps, but she will still mourn your passing, and your damnation to my service. 1! have walted 
for this a long time, Apollo, and the time Is finally here. You are mine." 


Apollo closed his eyes, know!ng a moment's rellef that at least one friend wouldn't dle because of 
IbIfs* vengeance on his own head. But the others... "You have me. Let Diana and Morgan go," he 
pleaded. "Be satisfied with my death..." 


"Are you truly foolfsh enough to think | would ever let them go? Or the others? They are here 
now, you know. You realize, of course, that Starbuck followed you. Yes, he'd follow you even 
here, to mee He and several companions are even now approaching my humble abode." 


“Lords, no!" Apollo cried In anguish, h!Is face draining of colour. 


A shadow crossed Morgan's facee He stil! knelt at Apollo's feet; the tray, forgotten, lay on the 
cerpet. 


"| might, of course, have destroyed them as they approached, even as they belleve me to have 
killed Morgan, for this Is my world. But | think you might Ilke to see Starbuck one last time. 
it will be the last, unless he jolns you tn my service -- which he might well do before this day 
Is donee" 


"Never!" 


"For your sake, he might. He has such misguided loyalties. He might want to ease your death, 
perhaps, or try to spare his woman. She came, too, you see, and she Is In the same condition as 
your precious Diana. She followed for friendship's sake, and for Starbuck. Nearly as misguided 
as he Is, that female, and Just as stupid." 


Apollo almost expected to see them both matertaltze In chains, knowing he would have to watch them 
suffer before Ibl!s brought about his death -— and IIkely, theirs as well. 


"The same as your Diana," IblIls repeated. “Both of them. And Starbuck does not know yet. Those 
two may provide diversion for quite some time." 


He's playing with me. Why? Looking for something? But what? My breaking point, maybe? He's 
already found my price -—- Diana, Morgan, the childees. . 


And Starbuck will be forced to undergo the same torture, If he feels anything real _and deep for 


Alexandra, or for his friends. Ibils will make them all suffer... 
"What do you want from me?" he asked wearl ly. 


"No!" Diana exclaimed. "Apollo, don't! You can't trust him; he'll never jet us go! Not even you 
know him as I"ve seen him, or know what he's made me see! Please, don'tec.” 


"Shut up, bitch!" Iblis backhanded her, hard, and she sprawled on the carpet. "I suggest you 
consider your words more carefully, woman, or | may be forced to discipiine you more severely. 
You would do well to learn from your lover how to be respectful toward your master." 


Face-down on the gaudy carpet, Dtana began to cry. She'd been brave, clinging to hope, refusing 


to accept the future IbiIs was so willing to show her; but now, {+t was more than she could bear. 
Her husband, her dearest friend... Others, too, whom she also called friend, and whoever else had 
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accompanied Starbuck and Alexandraee. "Apollo, please, don't listen toeee" 
Enraged, he didn't hear her, but leapt for his enemy's throat. Ibils eastly threw him back. 


Sprawled on the carpet alongs!de Morgan, Apollo glared at the demon, unable to do anything more. 
The telepath took h!Is arm, helping him to his knees. 


"You look angry, slave," Ibits sald, his words directed at Morgan. “You should not show such sen- 
+iments toward your master, certainly not In the presence of honoured guests." 


The chaln attached to the collar sround the man's neck began to retract Into the wall as the demon 
gestured toward It. I+ dragged Morgen back with It. The Warrlor fought both chain and collar, 
but loste He finally gave In, ceasing his struggles, all but strangled. 


Apollo forced himself to his feet and stood unsteadily, unsure what to do next. He knew there was 
little chance of anything helping him now. 


"Oh, don't bother rising, Apolloe In fact, ! would much rather you didn’t. You belong on your 
knees before mee" The urbane voice held a subtle menace. 


Ibifs would destroy both Diana and Morgan, and Apollo knew It. Starbuck, follow!ng blindly, was 
also doomed, as were Alexandra and anyone else with him. 


Whatever_| do, they won't survive... He slumped In despair, falling to his knees again and 
closing his eyes. What can | do? 


There was only one thing that might be salvaged; If Iblis would only permit the OSIRIS to depart 
In peaceece But that was unlikely; he knew the demon's nature far too well. HIs vengeance would 
extend to his unfortunate shipmatesee. 


But Apollo had nothing to bargain with. What could he offer, when Ibi!ls held Diana In  chalfns 
before him? And what could Ibi!ls be trusted with? DId he even know the meaning of honour, this 
Prince of Darkness and Ev!i? 


Diana was chained, and Morgan; Starbuck and Alexandra would soon Jofn them. HIs own chains were 
Invisible. 


"What next?" he murmured to his vanquisher. “What chalns do you have for me?" 

In response, Ibis drew something from beneath h!s robes, throw!ng It to the floor In front of his 
captive. A knife lay there, wickedly long and sharp, glowing with an evil Inner Iftght, forged tn 
hell-fire to claim a soule He smiled at Apollo's shudder of revulsion. 

“Once, I! could not take your II fe because It was not mine to claim, although ! tried. Now, your 
Itfe Is mine to take, and | dearly want it. But I will not kf ll youe 1! clatm your If fe, Apollo 
— but by your own hand. With that, you may buy a more merciful end for your wife and child and 
friends." He settied back on his throne, walting, watching. 


The Warrlor stared at him, his face waxen. Then someth!ng seemed to snap Inside him; his Inner 
struggie was over, the battle lost. Slowly, he reached for the biade. 


Dtana ratsed her head, reaching for him with one handees 


"No!" Morgan whispered hoarsely, as he struggled to hold back the horroree. 
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Apollo held the knife.- With one hand, he pulled his unlform open to the walst. He sighed, and 
glanced at Diana, then Morgan, and back at Diana. 


"Defy him, Apollo! For God's sake, defy him! ! can bear death, with you! Please!" 
Apollo's empty eyes stared at Ibifs as If he hadn't heard Diana's plea. 


The Derk Prince smiled, took a sip from his chalice, and nodded at the broken Warrlfor. “Go ahead, 
Apollo, but please do be careful where you stab. I! have things to tell you afterward, and you 
must Iive long enough to hear theme And do not be concerned for the mess; I! don't mind the Idea 
of your blood upon the carpet." 


"! never thought to die Iftke thisee." 


"Apollo!" Diana's shaky volce betrayed her agony, her fear. “Why should | IIve If you dle? What 
Is there for me, If you let him take your IIife Iifke this?" 


"May | kiss her good-bye?" HIs I!feless eyes rested momentarily on the woman he loved. 
"| think not." 
Apollo nodded mutely, and ralsed the knife. 


"You should consider carefully, Dlana.e This may be a valuable weapon for you, aswell. I! may 
give you a chance to use It when he Is through, If you want to remain with him so badly. No doubt 
tt will be stalned and bloody, but tn such a state, [twill be a treasured keepsake. And! am 
sure he won't mind sharing It with youe Would you I!ke that, my dear?" 


He took another sip from his chalice, gloating as he regerded the man's emotional I! felessness, 
soon to be true death. “Go ahead, Apollo. You are keeping your audience waltinge" 


Apollo set the point of the blade against his skIne It would plerce a vital spot, but wouldn't be 
Instantly fatal. He took another long look at Diana, then lowered his eyes. 


"No!" The cry came, not from the despair of Diana and Morgan, but from a horrified Sterbuck, who 
stood tn the arched entrance of the cave, watching In disbellof. 


His friend didn't seem to heare His fascinated gaze was jocked on the weapon In his hand. He ran 
one finger along the shining edge, testing Its sharpness; biood welled where the blade had cut, 
derk against the metal. 


Starbuck threw himself at Apollo, forcing the knife away from his friend's body, leaving only a 
scratch where the polnt had touched his skin. 


Apollo struggled, grappling with Starbuck, while Iblis laughed. it had been wel! worth the time 
to ensnare those twoe A pity the pleasure could not be drawn out Indefinitely, throughout al| 
eternity eece 


Somehow, Apollo managed to break free from Starbuck, still holding the knifee He ratsed It again, 


striking at one of his closest friends, epparently not recognizing him; there was madness In his 
6yeSe 
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Starbuck grabbed for him agatn, avolding the thrust. Diana and Morgan watched, pray!Ing, even If a 


moment's respite was all they could hope to gaine Alexandra and Hannibal stood In the archway, 
staring at the totally unexpected scene. 


Ibifs noticed them. "Do come Ine ! belleve you know everyone here. ! hope you enjoy the enter- 
talnment." He gestured, and two chairs, smaller versfons of h!s throne, appeared at h!s mental 
commande His reluctant guests slowly entered the cave. 


Suddenly, Starbuck had possession of the weapon. He threw It at the demon, who deflected It with 
a nonchalant wave. It fell to the ground, nearly striking Diana. She didn't even flinch; but 


Apollo screamed, and nearly collapsed. 


Starbuck was panting as he grabbed his friend's arms, trying to force him to look away from Diana 
and !bils, to look at him. 


The dark-halred Warrlor continued to stare at the knife. "You could have killed her," he sald, 
hts volce more dull and colourless than Starbuck had ever heard It before. 


"And you would have killed yourself!" 

Apolio shrugged. “Not right away. 1! don't matter..." 

Morgan suddenly screamed. Diana grabbed the knife, and stabbed at Iblis’ lege The demon snaried 
as the metal cut hIm, then kicked at the woman. Blood stalned her lips, but she stabbed at him 


again, defiant once moree This time, IblIs pulled the weapon from her hand. 


But the distracting ploy succeeded. "Starbuck! Iblis has his mind! Help him!" Morgan shouted. 
"Apollo! Think what he's doing to you! ThInk!*® 


The chaln yanked tight; choking, Morgan's voice died away In a strangled gasp. 
"You begin to annoy me, telepath!" Ibils spat. 


For Just amicron, Starbuck thought he saw a glint of reason In Apollo's eyes; then It dled. 
Holding the other man In an arm lock, he scanned the room desperately. 


The demon stood before his throne, majestically enraged, exuding viclous malevolence. Diana lay 
face-down on the carpet, not even daring to hope any longer. Morgan struggled for breath against 
the choking collar. Alexandra and Hannibal stil! stood Just Inside the archway, staring wide- 
eyed. 

Then Cy lumbered Into the cave. 


"The-shIip~Is-secure." 


Apollo pulled free of Starbuck's grasp, hls eyes rivetted to the knife Ibils had dropped to the 
carpet. On his knees, he began to crawl toward It. 


"Hannibal! Cy! Help me!" Starbuck launched himself at Apollo tn a fiying tackle. 
The demon found the sight highly amusing; he chuckled. 
Hannibal disentangled the two men, pulling Apollo to his feet, and Cy clanked forward to seize the 


man In a grip such as only a Cylon could hold. The Captain struggled futilely In the metal 
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embrace « 

"Thanks, buddy," Starbuck panted to Morgan. “Diana, are you all right?" 

She nodded, and Starbuck glered at Ibils, hls features grim. Ibifs' smile almost shook his 
resolve, but he had a good Idea of what he had to do. There didn't seem to be any other way, 
short of outright surrender -- which would mean death for all of theme 


"Ibits, whatever It tekes, even If | have to kIll him myself, you're not getting Apollo that waye" 


The demon laughed agatn, genulnely amused by the man's presumptuousnesse "Ah, Starbuck, Starbuck, 
you do entertatn me with your posturings. Do you propose to stop me?™ 


The blond Warrtor's resolve strengthened. Diana had risked her I!fe, and Morgan ITkely his sanI- 
ty, to warn him of what Iblis was doling to Apollo's mind; he wasn't ebout to let that knowledge be 
wasted. He wasn't gotng to allow Apollo to commit sulcide for a demon's amusement. 


He's not murdering Apollo that way. l¢ he wants him dead, he's going to have to do his own dirty 


worke if he klils Apollo, he's going to have to take full responsibility for It before whatever 
Forces he answers TOcee 


Ibifs may have been reading his mind, for he frowned, then turned his attention back to Apollo. 
"An Intriguing Idea occurs to me, Apollo. There Is a price that will buy Diana's life.” 


Apollo stopped struggling against Cy's hold. "What Is It?" he demanded. 

"Starbuck's deathe KIJI him, and your lady will Iivee® 

The stx humans stood frozen tn a silent tableau that might have lasted eternal ly. 

Dtana broke It. "Live how?" she screamed. "As your slave? Your plaything? I'd rather die! 
Apollo, do you hear me? I'd rather die! He's lying; don’t Iisten to him! 1! won't let you; | 
won't Ifve with It! Do you hear me? |! won't IIve with It!" 

The demon's smile widened, and the room suddenly seemed darker, more menacinge A filicker of some- 
thing crossed the chamber, chlilitng them all. Cy stiffened. Then the knife, imbedded In the shag 


of the rug, flew free, skittering across the floor and landing at Apollo's feet. He stared down 
at It. 


Then, for the first time In Cylon ex!stence, a human broke from a Cylon's grip. Apollo was free. 


He bent slowly, and picked up the weapon, his eyes fastened on Starbuck. He _ stralghtened, 
trembiltng. 


"Apollo?" Starbuck asked uneasIiy»- The only reaction was a flicker In his friend's eyes. The 
Lteutenant took a step closer, ralsing his hands entreatingly. "Please, say somethiInge Apollo?" 


"itmeeefine. It's all right, Starbuck. You know mee. Everything's fine" 
Cerefully, dellberately, Morgan reached Into Apollo's mind, violating his own cardinal rule for 
the second time that day. Was that actually a trace of sanity he was presenting to Starbuck? Or 


was It some game of the demon's, to make the victim less wary? 


Apollo took a step, the knife hanging loosely In his hand. He smiled shaklI ly. 
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"Apol loeee?” 
"No!" Morgan shouted tn warning. "Starbuck, look outee.!* 


Apollo snarled, and threw himself at Starbuck, the blade flashing upward In a wide arce With the 
telepath's warning, the Intended victim managed to leap back, barely In time; the stroke missed by 
fractions of an Inche The two men went down on the floor, Apollo stabbing wildly, Starbuck 
struggling for his Il fe against a madman. 


The flight lasted barely thirty microns, but It seemed forever to the horrifted on-lookers. Then 
Hannibal waded Into the battle, catching Apollo's knife hand and Jerking the weapon away. Apollo 
took one swing at the older man before the engIneer threw him to the floor. 


He scrambled back to his feet, hl!Is attention once more on Starbuck, ready to kIil him with his 
bare hands If he had to. 


Hannibal drew his laser In a blur of motion; the weapon, set to stun, fired, and Apollo fell to 
the floor. 


The engineer knelt beside hIm, while Alexandra helped Starbuck back to his feet. Blood stalned 
his right sleeve; there was more on his Jaw. He glanced worrledly at the grey-halred man. 


“We've got him, Starbuck," Hannibal sald. Then he nodded at Morgen. “Timely warning, that. 
Thankse" 


The telepath tried to smile, but falled; he was still shaking from the aura of horror and death 
that permeated the chamber. 


Starbuck turned back to Iblis.» "You want Apollo dead. I don't," he sald flatly. "You seem to 
think I'd make nearly as good a victim as he would. | think we can make a deal." 


"You can't deal with him!" Ofana exclaimed. 


Alexandra caught her breath In shock, staring at Starbuck, wondering If he, too, had lost his 
mind, as Apollo obviously had. 


The demon's eyebrows I!fted. He considered for a moment, leaning forward, then settied back In 
hts seat once moree "I may be Interested. Continue." 


Dtana shuddered. Morgan tried to reach Starbuck, and she felt the Intensity of his stlent plea. 
Starbuck disregarded the attempt, his attention completely focussed on Iblis, and on what he was 
about to saye He shook off Alexandra, who clutched at his wounded arm. 


"| offer you my I!fe In exchange for Apollo's. Here, and now. Take my life; end It -- or you 
risk losing us all. You know you can't hold us." 


"! already have you." 


Starbuck forced a laugh, as cold and calculating as he could make It. "Your choice, Iblis» My 
death, now, willingly, or the penalty you'l| have to pay for taking Apollo's IIfe. You know 
demned well there's no way In Hades or the Beyond that you can claim his I'tfe anywhere, In any 
way, without pun!shment -- even If he kIlis himself at your command. He's not yours. With you 
holding the knife and stealing his will, you have no claim to him." 
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SomethIng akin to a flush briefly coloured the demon's face. Was he becoming annoyed? Starbuck 
mentally crossed his fingers. 


"| have all the time | need, anda price he cannot resist." The volce was low, Intense, and 
deadly. bits caught a handful of thick red hair, yanking Diana to her knees. She was sllente 
"And you, Lieutenant, are rapidly losing any value to me." 


The blond Warrtor managed another laugh, and tried to keep his knees from shakinge "I no longer 
amuse you? Then consider my offer. You can end my useless existence at any time. My death for 
Apollo's — nowe You have no claim to him, and you never wilt." Smiling, he raised his arms, 
standing open, vulnerable, Inviting whatever attack Iblis cared to launch. 


Diana stifled a sobe Hannibal, still bent over Apollo, tensed. 
“Walt amicrone Starbuckeee” Alexandra took an anxious step forward, catching his arm agatne 


What In Sagan's name was the man dolng? There was no bargaining with this creature; he'd sald so 
himsel feee 


"Well?" Starbuck demanded, pushing her away againe "I'm ready. Are you? Now -- or face the con- 
sequences." 


Iblfts' face twisted Into a ghastly, fleming mask of snarling rage, fanged Itke some terrible 
beast. The hand clenched around the chalice became a claw; the goblet shattered, spliiling amber 
Itquid and sparkling shards over Diana. 


"You will regret taunting me, Starbuck..." 
"Oh, will 12" he asked, as IIightiy as he could. 


"Starbuck!" This time, Alexandra couldn't be shaken off. “What In Hades...? Ibils, you 
can'teee" One. look told her he could, and would. Suddenly afraid, she stepped between man and 
demon. "You don't understand..." 


But tt was she who didn't understand —- didn't understand the depth of the demon's evil and hate. 


"Oh, J! understand, chtid," he replied, his volce dangerously low, almost bestlal. "And you will, 
too, when your turn comes, and | am through with you." 


Her fear grew, tightening Into a knot In her stomach. Starbuck took her arms, and drew her out of 
the way unti! the matter was settied, one way or another. 


"No! Starbuck, you don't understand..." There were tears In her eyes as she tried to gain his 
attentione Her arms would be brulsed fn a few centons. "WII you please I!fsten to me for just a 
micron?® 


Morgan, still on his knees besIde the wall, knew what she was thinktng, what she planned to tel! 
Starbucke And he was aware that Ibils knew as well. He'd keep her alive long enough to tel! 
Starbuck, then he would claim his first victImeec. 


There wasn't much he could do, but he did what he could, striking at her mind, her thoughts. 
Whatever It was that Starbuck was planning, he had to be free to try; [+t mlght be thelr only 
chencee If Alexandra told him, It might destroy his resolve —- and thelr last hope with It. 


Alexandra staggered. 
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The telepath covered his face with his handse He didn't need to see what was happening, not with 
his eyese He could see the thoughts, the emotions... He couldn't block them; IbIl!'s wouldn't let 
hime He had to think, to feel, to experience everything that took place. But he didn't have to 
watcheee 


Starbuck took one last look at Alexandra's bewllidered, dazed face, at the tears In her eyes. He 
didn't trust himself to kiss her, although It would have been pleasant to die with the memory of 
her kiss on his IIpse In utter stlence, he turned her over to Hannibal, who drew her asIde and 
eased her down to the carpet at Apollo's sidee Apollo barely stirred. 


"Well?" Starbuck sald harshly, facing Ibils once agaln. 


The Prince of Darkness watched tn satisfaction. He would begin with Starbuck -- the fool! -- then 
move on to the others. Sooner or later, Apollo would truly break. 


Then, he would die -- and at his own hand. 


The thought was something the demon had cherlshed sInce their first meeting. But first, there 
were other pleasantries to attend toee. 


"Apollo!" He wouldn't want his defeated foe to miss so major an eventeee Apollo must witness the 
death of his friend; It would be so much more satIisfyingee. 


The fallen Warrtor stirred, rousing, and dragged himself to h!s feet, shunning Hannibal's offer of 
supporte "I'm all right now," he sald bltterly, glaring at Iblis. 


The demon smiled, gazing around the chamber at the tense, strained faces watching hime Then he 
glanced at Starbuck. 


"Your life, you say," he repeated casually. “Very well, | accept your offer." 


Flame leept from h!s hand, angry blue fire that struck the Warrior squarely. He fel! to the floor 
without a sound, and lay twisted on the carpet, not more than two yards from Diana. 


Absolute silence relgned tor a full centon, as four human faces mirrored one another's shock and 
disbelfef. 


Morgan, still kneeling by the wall with his face hidden, sobbed once. He had felt Starbuck die. 
The patn had been sear!ng for a fraction of a micron, then It was gone, before Starbuck could even 
react to the agony. 


But there had been something else, something barely sensed. What vague, half-formed thought had 
dared to swirl through Starbuck's mind tn that last momenteee? 


Suddenly, Alexandra screamed, throwing herself to her feet and forward a single step before 
collapstng, unconsclous. 


Apollo's shock gave way to something else. There was no sanity In his eyes, only madness, and a 
desperate need to prove his friend wasn't deade Rage, madness, fear, despair -—— all lent him 
strength as he threw himself at Ibils, screaming curses, moving with the Instincts of a pained and 
stricken animal. 


Iblis threw him back with a negligent wave, watching him fall to the floor, much as a ravening 
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beast would watch helpless prey. He smiled, a greedy smile. 


In tears, Apollo crawled to his friend's side. "Starbuck?" he whispered. But there was no an- 
swer, no pulse, no sign of life. 


"He's dead, Apollo. Don't torture yourse!f," Morgan sald softly. "There's nothing we can do for 
himeee™ 


"Starbuckeeehow could this happenee.?" 


Ibils watched In malevolent satisfaction for a moment before rising from h!s throne. He took the 
chain holding Diana tn his hand and stepped forward, pulling her with him. “If you recall, 
Apollo, another sald she would rather die," he remarked. "It is time for Diana...” 


One hopeless, despairing cry, and Apollo collapsed over Starbuck's body, so st!ii! he might be dead 
himself. 


Ibils* frown was one of pure pleasure, not anger. "A pity, Apollo," he gloated. "! had hoped you 
would prove just a Ifttle stronger, strong enough to finish this to my satisfactione.." 


“Let her goe You've got Apollo. He'll never recover from this; you know that. Let Diana go." 
The voice was Morgan's. He rose shakIily from the corner, his eyes averted from the scene burnt 
Into his memory by Diana's horror, Hannibal's growling anger, Alexandra's grief, the curltous 
viewpoint of a motioniess Cylonee. 


He was drowning helplessly In thelr emotions, on the verge of shattering. The demon was destroy- 
Ing him tn the cruelest possIble manner. 


"Let her go?" Ibits asked mildly. "Whatever for?" 


"Haven't you had your revenge? Sheba's dead. Starbuck's dead. Even If he's stIli sane, Apollo 
won't want to survive this. Let her go. She was his price, but you've got what you wanted, done 
what you wanted. She's of no use to you noweee" 


"Ah, but she Is, Morgan, she Ise So are you, and these others. You wlil all Joln Apollo and 
Starbuck. ! wouldn't dream of separating the lot of yous You belong together. 


"In fact, when | am finished here, | think | may travel elsewhere, perhaps to follow a battlestar. 
Yes, the OSIRIS... I couldn't separate yous." 


It was finally too much to bear. Morgan slumped against the wall, sobbing quietly. 


Hannibal found his voice at last, after too many centons of shocked silence. “Who In Hades do you 
really think you are? What In the name of all that's holy gives you the right to do what you've 
Just done?" 


Ib!ITs cocked en eyebrow at him, studying him as If he were some Insignificant, vaguely repugnant 
Insect. "You," he sald clearly. "! do not think | find you emusIng. But we will have to see. 
You may change your views when you watch the others dle. ! think | shall keep you unt!! the last. 
You will see then, when Apollo finally dies, Just whet | can do. They will ali be mine, and thelr 
shades may lead you Into my service as well." 


Hannibal's expresston didn't alter In the sifghtest. By any Interpretation, hls coldly naked 
anger meant murder. 
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A soft cry from Alexandra betrayed her return to consclousnesse She saw Apolio and assumed the 
worst, ‘that he was dead.- Her lover dead, the Filght Commander dead, her Captain still tn chains, 
Morgan In tearSeee Only Hannibal stood to face the demon. 


And that, she knew, could only be for microns longer, until Iblis tired of It. 


A soft whirring sound drew her attention briefly to Cy. The metal creature stood Immobile, with 
only a sort of mechanical moantng, a Cylon’s keeniIng for the dead, to accompany the slow movement 


of his single red “eye” from side to side. She resented the fact that the machine could express 
such sorrowe 


"IblIs," she hissed, staring at the man~ltke form still sneering at Hannibal. Rage grew within 
her, a furlous demand for vengeance. But there was nothing she could do, and the emotion sought 
for but could find no outlet. It turned to feed upon Itself; rage became despair. 


There: was no outlet but tears. She crept to Starbuck's side, tears streaming down her face, 
blinding her. Very gently, she moved Apollo's outflung arm, rolling him away from the man she 
loved. She touched Starbuck's hair, kissed h!s mouth and eyelids for perhaps the last time. 


Diana could only watch yearningly, wishing she could cradle Apollo so, marvelling that the demon 
permitted such a kindness. She knew what Alexandra must be feeling; she felt It, too, along with 
the lurking horror that Ibl!s sttll tntended Apollo to take h!Is own II fe. 


"Oh, Starbuck," Alexandra whispered, "Starbuck, ! never told you, and now, It's too late. You'll 
never knoweee I'!i ralse our child, Starbuck, | promise. If there's any way In this worid or the 
nextee. You never kneweee™ She bowed her head and, burying her face agalnst his chest, gave way 
to her grief. 


Iblfs' attention was on Hannibal; he dropped Diana's chaIne She crawled to Apollo's side and took 
him tn her arms, clinging to him. "At least we're together," she murmured, stroking his dark 
haire "It won't be so bad, nowe We can face this, as long as we're together..." Her fleme-red 
haltr tangled with his. 


Hannibal steeled himself. "You really think you can lord It over us, as If we were nothing, then 
sweep us out of existence at your whim? You don't know what you face. Whatever you once were, 
whatever your kind has evolved Into, you still don't truly know what you face when you oppose hu- 
manity.® 


"Humanity?" The demon looked stung. "You're no better than any other race 1 *ve encountered, and 
worse than somes 1! can take you, and | will treat you as | wish because you are nothing!" 


"And yet," the engineer replied challengingly, “this one man was so Important to you that you 
spent yahrens pursultng him across the galaxy, so Important that you won't stop untfl he and every 
one of the people he cares for and values are dead -- no, not merely dead, but destroyed. What do 
you fear from him?" 

"| fear nothinge And ! do as | wish." 

"You don't know what you wish!I" Hannibal roared. 

IblTs' face contorted tn rage, and he ralsed his hand to strike. That this damnable human dared 


question him, dared tell him he was nothing... By his words, the man had sealed his own fate -- 
as If there ever might have been any different outcome. 
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"Noses No moreésee™ Morgan whispered, shaking his head. His volce was too soft to be heard. 
Diana looked away, not wanting to see another man destroyed. 
Alexandra, sti! bent over Starbuck, never heard, never cared. 


"He does see something In you that you've Ignored, Iblis." The thoughtful voice came froma fig- 
ure standing behind the throne, a young man with blond hair, laughing blue eyes, and open 
features; hts smile held a kind of peace the demon could never obtain. He wore a Colonial uni- 
form, but white, not the regulation belge or blue; Its sheen made the demon's robes seem dirty and 
dulle "Why do you find [t so Important to destroy so Insignificant a member of so Insignificant a 
species?" 


Iblis stared In shock; when he finally spoke, his volce shook. "Starbuck! Like Sheba, you return 
to mock mee But you wil! not have the opportunity. You gave yourself to me, surrendered to my 
will. On your knees, slavel Olscard that disgusting reminder of the others. Soon, you will 
tutor them tn their proper activities." 


Something distant entered the white-clad Warrlor's smile. "You have no claim to me." 


"What game Is this? You offered yourself to me. I took your II fe, at your own Insfstence. You 
gave me my claim -- you gave me your II fel® 


"Wronge | offered you the right to end my life, that's alle You should have looked deeper. 
Beyond that end, beyond your killing me, I amstill myself. You know the Book of the Word; your 
people gave It to use Now, you go too far; you transgress your own laws, trying to take what is 
not yours to take. Are you prepared for your pun!ishment?® 


The demon stepped back, shaking with rage -—— but was there also some fear present In him? "You 
can't touch me, Starbucke 1! know what you are. Deceltful, a liaree. We are soul-mates; you 
could be my disciple..." 


"! reject you, Iblise You have no power over me; you never have had, and you never shall. You 
defy your own laws." 


"You can Interfere, human, as far as Is ordained. But remember, you have no power over mee You 
cannot touch me In any way." 


"{*tl never let your touch corrupt them -- not Apollo, not Diana, or Morgan, or Alexandra, or our 
children. So It Is ordafned. Guarding my friends won't be such a terrible taske You may as wel! 
leave them, and forget your schemes. Fly, while you stIi! can. Or do you Imagine what you have 
done here has gone unnot!ced?" 


"l will find a way, Starbuck! You have no power on this plane. You are dead!" 

"Leave, while you cane" 

“He cannot!" 

With those words, glow!ng majesty flooded the cave. Two figures appeared at the entrance, amidst 


the sun-bright radiance. Then the IIight gradually dimmed to where human eyes could see a man and 
a woman standing side by side. 
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"Angela!" Starbuck exclalmed, hIls eyes wide with wonder. “And John!" 


"Yes, Starbucke" The radiant, peaceful beauty that was Angela stepped forward, and he could see 


that what had I!lved for a time with him on a barren planet was but a shadow of what the being 
truly was. 


"Iblis," she sald clearly, “you have transgressed yet again, beyond the bounds set for our kInde 
We came when we knew what you had planned. You wil! find It bitter, but you must pay." 


"Nol" he raged. “You will not cage me again! Youee.." 
He vanished, h!is final words fading In a wall of fury, hate, and despair. 


"He Is contained," John sald sadly. “He will not be happy, and It will nelther help nor change 
him -- but we cannot permit him his freedom. He has misused his power, and must be Imprisoned 
untti such time as Is decreed." 


"Can you hold him?" Starbuck asked. "You didn't before." 
“We will hold him for as long as !s ordatned. He cannot run forever." 


Starbuck nodded. "But see what he has done while running? Apollo Isn't safe when he Is free, or 
even while he exists." 


Angela spoke againe “We do not Judge men, or our own kind, by your standards, Starbuck. You know 
thate We do what we must, In our own way -- or we violate our own laws, and the decrees of the 
Power Above, and become no better than he, only another form of his evil." 


The man noddeds “I understand," he sald, meeting her glowing eyes. "You didn't Judge me, elther, 
did you?" 


"What do you expect now?" John asked. "You gambled on us. You won what you hoped, and your 
friends are safe. Iblis was too eager, after so long, to defeat you, and he took what seemed an 
easy victory. But what do you expect, now that we are here?" 


Starbuck looked down at his body, still cradled tn Alexandra's arms. She didn't seem to have no- 
+Iced his presence; nor had Dianae He glanced at Morgan; the chain was gone, but the telepath lay 
sprawled on the floor ilke a man exhausted. 


"| can't return to them?" 


"No. You freely gave him the right to end your life. When he struck Apolio down, there was no 
permission glven, and Apollo fought death. We could restore a spirit so stolen, but not one 
givene Apollo has taught you much." 


"Then what Is my fate?" Even now, after death, the thought of what lay beyond filled him with 
trepidation. To have to face that Power Above, to whom even these betngs were subject... 


Angela smiled. "You need not fear. You have faced your trials, and your final judgement, and 
have not been found wanting. You didn't hold back your IIfe this time, elther, but offered It 
freely, whatever the consequences, even risking horrible condemnation. You deserve your freedom. 

"But you offered your death to Iblis, and he took It. You owe a debt to this world, and to an ex- 


Istence here. You must pay that debt, before you can jotn us, and those other friends who awalt 
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you.e" 
"Others?" 


"Your parents, Sheba, Serina, a hundred others. You chose your friends well, Starbuck, and they 
will be waltt!ng to greet you when you finally join us. But for now, you must pay your debt to 
this world." 


"But IbiIs sald | had no powereee” he ob jected. 
"How Is power defined? Pay your debt; It Is withIn your ability." 
A thought struck hime “Sheba. What debt did she have to pay, that she stayed?" 


Angela's warm gaze reassured hfs soule "There was no debt. She was given the chotce to returne 
Once before, another died for her, took Ibils' death blow. She wished to repay that, In a gift of 
lovee She did so, and saved her father; and IbiIs hated her all the more. She's walting, now, 
for you, and for her father and Apollo -- although It will be many yahrens before they Join us." 


He bowed his head In acceptance of his fate. "So what must ! do?" 


"That ts your choice, as It has always been. Be responsible. Remember what you have won here to- 
day, and guard them well." 


Angela and John faded, and Starbuck feit himself becoming translucent, vanishing; but he knew he 
was stl il theree He IIlstened to the quiet sobs as he gazed around the vast chamber, now empty and 
derk; Iblis* gartsh trapptngs had disappeared with the entity himself. 


Alexandra mourned his deathe Diana feared for Apollo's I!fe. Morgan lay motionless, his mind 
cringing from the demon's cruelty, certain only of Insanity and death; to him, the former might be 
more devastating. 


Only Hannibal was on his feet, looking about as If he'd Just awakened from some troubling dream. 
He was still polsed to continue his confrontation -—- but he was no longer quite certain what the 
Tssue wase He could deal with It, though; he was used to dangerous s!Ituations. 


Blinking, the eng!Ineer shook himself. He declded at once that It would be best to let Diana and 
Alexandra have a few moments to themselves, and strode over to help a barely consclous Morgan to 
his feet. Iblitls was gone. Where, how, and why weren't Important at the moment; all that mattered 
was that he was gone. Hannibal felt competent to pick up the pleces. 


"Cy! Snap out of It! Damn It, you're not supposed to have emotions! Come on, ! need your help!" 


Free to move again now that the demon that had ImmobI|l!zed him was gone, the Cylon clanked forward 
to gather Starbuck's body Into h!s metal armse Alexandra protested at first, but didn't have the 
strength to carry h!Im herself. She followed Cy to the shuttle, leaning on his friendly metal body 
for support. 


Morgan collapsed completely. Hannibal stung him over his shoulder and carrled him to the ship. 
When he returned, Apoilo was stirring; between them, he and Diana got the dazed Warrlor to the 


shuttle, where he collapsed again, succumbing to his dark memories. 


Cy flew the small craft from Iblfs' world. At least, the Cylon was conscious, and aware of his 
surroundings -- more than could be sald for most of the humans aboard. Cy could turn off his 
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feelings, tf he had anye The humans couldn't. 


Somehow, they got back to the OSIRIS. 


As they entered the landing bay, an Irate Commander Christopher demanded a full report from his 
wayward crewmemberse Then he saw Starbuck's body, and the condition of the others. 


He ordered them al! to Life Centre. The report could walt. 


%*aeneet & 


Apollo didn't want to face waking upe He welcomed the occaslona! sharp stabs In the darkness that 
kept his mind hazy and his memortes fogged, kept h!Is anguish from finding volcee He tried to tel 
himself It wasn't trueeece 

The emptiness In his heart dented hime Starbuck was deade Ibils had won again. 

Eventually, a question worked [ts way Into his drugged braine Why am | still alive? 


He forced h!Is eyes to open, daring himself to face his surroundings, whatever they might be. 


Life Centre? A private cubicle? I'm still alive! He sawa famiitar figure, a med tech he knew. 
I'm stiil_ on the OSIRIS! Could It all have been a dreem, a nightmare? 


But It wasn't so; the ache wouldn't go away. His hands clenched at his sidese Starbuck Is dead. 
What ebout Diana, and Morgan — and the child? Did Iblis take them all, and leave me alive? Can 
even he be so cruel? 


YESece 


Watching the med tech walk away, Apollo wondered how difficult It would be to die, and how soon he 
could arrange It. 


"Il# you do that, Iblis will truly have won.” A famillar form appeared alongside his bed, starting 
tntently at him with serious blue eyes. 


"Starbuck? Starbuck! You're not dead!" He grabbed weakly for his friend's hand; he caught 
nothing. 


"Uh, ‘frald you're wrong on that one, buddy." 

"What?" Apollo demanded uncomprehendingly- 

Starbuck shrugged, a small grin on his face. “I gambled. I won. | finally founda winning sys- 
teme So you're still here. And Diana, and Morgan, and the child. You're all golng to be okay." 
The confident smile was so typically Starbuck that Apollo knew this was no demon's trick. 

He tried to concentrate. "Wasn't Alexandra with you? And Hannibal, and Cy?" 

"They're safe, too, all of them -- Including that \Ittle ‘mistake’ of Alexandra's and mine." 


"Why are you here?" 


He shrugged againe “Every system has Its flaws, especially mines You should know that by now. 
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There was a variable | didn't take Into account. Didn't make any difference about who won the 
game, but It did upset the bidding for a while.” 


"Are you all right?" 
"t'm ¢Ine. How about you?" 


"! don't knowe How should ! be? !'m+itred, drafned. | saw you dle. | don't know If | want to 
live." 


"You have to, buddys You've stil! got a Job to do. Besides, you owe me nowe And you owe a lot 
to Diana, and to little tia, when she comes. 1! know that's what you plan on calling her. 


"Morgan's golng to need some help for a while, too. Ibils wasn't kind to him, messed him up 
pretty bade Do you know what It's [tke for a telepath, having to feel what we all were feeling? 
To feel meeeedie? To know every move IblIs planned to make, and not be able to do anything about 
It? 


“Well, maybe you do understand. You're almost telepathic, anyway, and | think Morgan rubs off on 
people. He helped you the last time IbIIs trled to kiI| youe Now, It's your turn; help him 
through !t.- This time, he needs you a lot more than you need hime Find some way. 1! think 
Hannibal can help with that; he knows some Interesting things about a lot of people on thIs ship, 
and he understands what happened down there. 


"And one more thing ~- something Important to me. Alexandra's gonna need someone to lean on, too. 
You've stiil got Dflana, and Morgan, and you can all support each other. But don't leave her out; 
don'+ let her withdraw from youe And you'li have to play ‘Uncle’ for me, ‘cause | won't be here, 
not always, and not In all ways, and I'm still not sure what I'I! be able to doe My kid's gonna 
need somebody Iike you around, to keep himor her [n lInee You and Morgan, I'l! trust. But you 
have to promise you'!! be here.* 


"I'll be here, Starbuck. I! promise." He wasn't sure what he was promising, but If Starbuck asked 
for Iteece 


"Thanks, old buddys You'd better get some rest. The Commander's got a IIst of questions a mile 


longe Morgan won't be able to help for awhile, and you'l! have more to do than you care to 
before long. 


"But don't forget, you can trust Hannibal. He's good at keeping secrets, and he was there with 
use* 


Apollo managed a reluctant smile. 


"And remember, whatever you go through, Ibils was worse -- and you survived. Dlana, too. She 
needs you; they ail do. When you remember me, remember why | gambled -~ so you'd have a chance at 
l'fe.e Remember how much | IIiked living. Sttiil do, come to think of It. Don't make that gamble 
tn vain, Apollos Don't waste my death." 


Suddenly, his Intensity vanished, melting away |!ike snowflakes on a warm and sunny day. Starbuck 
reached Into his jacket and pulled out what appeared to be a cigar -- although that was obviously 
Impossible, wasn't it? Apollo's bew!ldered mind chose to accept It. 

"Say, you wouldn't happen to have a Ifght, would you? Oh, say hello to Morgan for me, wil! you? 


You won't be able to keep this from him, anywaye The others, I'I1 talk to when the time Is right. 
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Especially Aley- She's better off as she Is, for now, at least, and !'I!l want to see her myself. 
Take care of them, Apollo. See you around!" 


With that, he vanished, leaving only a warm, glowIng spot In Apollo's heart, and the begInnIng of 
enother heallng In his soul. 


"Good-bye, Starbuck -- for now. I! won't forget." 


An astontshed Doctor Senb! overheard only the last words, and Immediately ordered another sedative 
for his pattent. But by the time Lavanna arrived with It, Apollo was asleep. 


Well, she thought as she walked away, It was better If he slept naturally, peacefully, not tossing 
about and cry!Ing out at some Invisible horror. 


In hts sleep, Apollo smiled. 


58 


PART II: © MURMURS 


"Then what killed him?" Commander Christopher thundered. "You're supposed to be doctors, speclal- 
Istse Are you trying to tell me that you can't determine how a man dled?" 


Doctor Lupus, medical examiner and pathologIst aboard the OSIRIS, seemed to wilt. 


"Str, we've been trying,” Doctor SenbI Interrupted. "You could as easily tell us! According to 
all our tests, Lieutenant Starbuck simply stopped living, and we sImply don't know why. Every- 
thing's In the proper place, and there doesn't seem to be any anatomical damage of any kind, ex- 
cept for two small knife wounds, which did not contribute to his deathe He Just stopped breath- 
Ings his heart stopped beating; his bratn stopped functtonIng. 


"In short, he dleds From one micron to the next, his body simply ceased to function. 


"The storles those Warrtors of yours have been telling us are of very IIittle help. If he was 
struck by some kind of energy beam or IIghtning bolt, there should be marks of It somewhere on hfs 
body — but there's nothing, no scars, no burnse Nothing!" He gestured at the report lying on 
the Commander's desks "I! cross-checked everything Pathology did, then Doctor Lupus cross-checked 
Me 


“We're ata loss, sir, a total loss. It's as If the Lleutenant's spirit went for a walk, and 
forgot to take his body along." 


The Commander of the OSIRIS snorted In disgust, drumming h!s fingers on the autopsy report, which 
told him absolutely nothing. Doctor Lupus huddled deeper In hIs chalr, hls dark face betraying 
the sorrow he always felt at having to autopsy the bodies of hits fellow crewmembers. Doctor 
SenbI's face was flushed a dangerous shade of red at the unIntended Insult handed hls department. 


Christopher took a deep breath to calm his thinkInge "So that's your answer, doctor? He ‘went 
for a walk* among the stars, and didn't come back? How In Hades am | supposed to put that at the 
end of the man's service record? Senbf, glve me something that at least has some semblance of 
sanity!" 


"Captain Apollo insists he should get a commendation. Mark {t, and leave the rest of that damned 
sheet blank!" 


"I can't do that. A death certificate needs a cause of death, and you gentlemen stIil haven't 
supp|ted one." 


The Sentor Medical Officer's urbane mask s|!pped momentarily, and the heartfelt expletive he ut- 
tered shocked his companions. "Try heart fallure, then! Or ‘cause unknown!' Now, If you don't 
mind, Commander, | have work to do today!" The refined aristocrat stalked from the Commander's 
office. 


In grim silence, Christopher wrote "heart fatlure" on the certificate ending Starbuck's ex!Istence 
as a Warrior and Colontal citizen. In equal stlence, Doctor Lupus, as medical examiner, duly no- 
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tarized the form. He was on his way out of the office as the Commander made one final entry on 
the record of Lieutenant Starbuck, of Caprica and the battlestars GALACTICA and OSIRIS -- a re- 
quest for the award Apollo had recommended. 


&*nenre et & 


The drowsIness wouldn't pass, even when he thought he wanted to wake up again. He'd been con- 
sclous for a while, he remembered, but they'd given hIm something, and he'd fallen asleep again. 
They'd been drugging him, he was sure - but enough was enoughe There were things he had to do, 
and he couldn't get them done If they kept him tn a sedated foge He couldn't get oriented to 


real ITyeee 


"You'd better rest while you can, buddy,” Starbuck advIsed. 


With great effort, he pried his eyelids open. The Image was biurred, but recognizable. Yes, he 
was stIll In Life Centre — and yes, that was Starbuck talking to himee. 


"Are you still dead?" he asked, and was surprised when Starbuck | aughed. 


"Apollo, your head's tn the wrong place!" The amused chuckle was completely carefree, and he {m- 
mediately thought he'd made a mistake. 


Maybe Starbuck was never dead, or maybe i'm sttil dream! ngeee 


He'd been dotIng a lot of that -——- fuzzy Images that hovered at the edges of his viston, murmurs on 
distant winds, soul-bright sounds he could barely hear, soothing thoughts that made no senseee. 


"Was Iblfseee?" he asked dreami ly. Maybeee. 


"You're stlil tn the wrong place. This ts the real world, and Ibl!s was In It, so l*mnot any 
moree But you stil! are. Have | managed to confuse you again?" 


"Totally." Starbuck was teasing hime He fretted about It, but his friend only laughed agaln, and 
sat down next to hime Apollo thought he was becoming more coherent -- or maybe the visfon or 
dream was finally starting to obey his consclous command to make some sense. 

"So Ibils was real, and you dled. You stood up to hime How come | couldn't?" 

"You dideeethe last time.eeeand the time before that, remember?" 

"But, this times." 

"Maybe too much at stake, or too close to home? It wasn't easy, buddy. 1! don't envy you your 
experftences with him -- and | wouldn't wish my death on anyone! | was scared! He was going to 
kI}1 me, and there was nothIng | could do about It. Ali ! could hope was that It would help, 
somehow, and that the right people — well, beings —- would know when | dted, and that ! didn't 


make a terrible mistake. |! tried shooting him once before, and that didn't do any good. Maybe 
there are things you have to die for, things that worthwhile..." he finished Introspectively. 


Where did he get that cigar? He shouldn't be smoking her@ecee 


"But, did you have to dle for me? Does everyone | love have to die for me?" 


"Don't be ridiculous, Captaine I+ was my own choice. And It seemed a fair trade -- me for al! 
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of us, one for manye" 


"Is that the phtlosophy of spirits?" That damned cigar — | can even smell tt! He didn't remem 
ber smelling things In h!s previous dreams —— but maybe he wouldn't remember this one, elther, In 
a few moments, when It all faded Into the background haze. 


"Me, 8 philosopher? Hey, I'ma gambler! | faced Ibifs, and | was scared. He wanted you, and | 
couldn't stand by and let himwin.e If he'd killed you then, we'd all have failed. And where 
would we be now, If that had happened?" Starbuck demanded, waving his cigar, blowing a ring of 
sweet-smelling smoke In Apollo's direction. 


"| guess fear can overcome all of us. ! pray | never come to that again, to despair so deeplyee." 
He mused on the nature of despair, whlle another part of his mind ridiculed the nature of his 
present drug-Induced fantasy. If Lavanna would Just stop sedating him, and he were permitted to 
wake up enough to show them that he was all rightee. 


He felt a IIght touch on his hand, fleeting, but warm and comforting. Starbuck's volce penetrated 
the thickenIng haze In his mind; he was slipping away agaln. 


"Apollo, buddy, | love you, and I'd do It again, without hesitation. Just remember that -- I'd do 
It agalnee." 


Words, Image, toucheee Als were fading away.- "I love you, too. Just wish..." He drew a deep 
breathe "Ouch!" he complatned at the sudden stab of pain In hIs arm; then he lost any sense of 
consclousnesSe 


The med tech was st!il bent over her patient as she spoke worrledly to the doctor standing behind 
here "He was talking again, doctor, but | don't know to whome How much longer are we to keep 
sedating him, and the others?" 


Doctor Senb! studied his patient's vital signs. "Unt!!l we're certain there's no permanent physi- 
cal damage. Then, we'll wake them, and check for psychological Injuries. If what Captain Han- 
nibal says took place really dideee" He shook his head skeptically, then suddenly sniffed the air 
In the tsolation chamber. "“Lavanna, has anyone been smoking tn here recently?" 


She looked puzzled. “Smoking? Not tn the last few centars. Why?" 
"! distinctly smell clgar smoke..." 


&#etetast # 


Apollo gazed somberly at Starbuck's serene, untroubled face, resting tn the transparent tube that 
would carry him Into the nuclear fires of a nearby star, one the size and magnitude of Caprica's 
primary sune There were still a few centons before the tube would be sealed, before the ceremony 
would begine He carefully disarranged his friend's neatly combed halr.- That's how Starbuck 


always seemed to be, a little scattered, never quite perfect. He'll feel more at rest this waye.. 


Was [t all a dreamece? 


Apollo sttlil felt as !f he were moving through a haze, unsure what was rea! and what was merely 
hallucination. He thought he'd seen Starbuck standing at hIs bedstde during that long sedated 
sleep, and he wasn't sure what had happened on that nameless planet -- or even If the planet 
Itself was anything more than an old nightmare In a new forme 
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Maybe this Is all a dream. Thise.-thinge--doesn't fee! Iike Starbuck. It's cold and still, as If 


carved tn stone€eee Yot, paradoxically, It's the same man I've known and cared about and shared my 
ltfe with for yahrenseee 


Starbuck was still warm and altve tn his heart, as he would always be In his memory. 
“He dled for use™ Diana took h!is hand; there were unshed tears In her voice. 


He pulled her Into his arms. She was real, warm and allve — and filled with sorrowe It was all 
real, he knew — horridly, patnfully, unavoldably real —- but Starbuck would never want them to 
react This wayeee 


in this death, he thought, there was stIll I!fe -— thelr own Ifves, the II fe of the child Diana 
would bear, the Iffe of Alexandra's child —- and Starbuck's... 


"We'll never forget him," he sald In a hushed voice. “He'll never let use" 


Doctor Elara, the battlestar's staff psychologist, watched them thoughtfully as they stood beside 
the funerary tube. None of them belonged here, she thought; only Hannibal was fit to return to any 
semblance of duty. 


Morgan had refused to be present at these simple services for his friend; he was barricaded In his 
lab, In the celestial chamber, refustng to allow anyone to enter. Alexandra, staring now at the 
bri iltant yellow star that awalted Starbuck's body, wouldn't say a word about Starbuck; she hadn't 
shed a single tear. Dlana, on the other hand, had cried In public, for the first time Elara could 
remember « 


And Apollo was acting very strangely Indeed, watching everything with a child-Itke Innocence, as 
If tt were all so new and different for him that he couldn't understand It all at once, as If his 
mind had gone to some distant place none of them could reach, where everything was pleasant, and 
pain wasn't realece 


People continued to file tnto the chamber; those closest to Starbuck filed past the tube to say 
thelr final fareweils. Alexandra turned away from the port at last, and Jolned Apollo and Diana. 


"Was this necessary?" she asked, staring at the corpse. "Why did you have to dle?" 
"He died for all of us," Apollo sald gently. 


She gazed at him blankly for a moment. "No, Captain, he dled for youe” She stroked Starbuck's 
cheek. "We could've stayed here. He didn't have to follow you." 


"It was his chofce, his dec!Istone Don't demean It," he replied to her unspoken accusation. "And 
you chose to follow hime..." 


She looked away from him. 


Apollo considered teillng her that he had seen Starbuck, and what his friend had sald, but decided 
against It. This was nelther the time nor the place for such a revelation. Starbuck had sald he 
would talk to her himself, when the time was right. For now, let's Just get this necessary ritual 
over with, and let Iife go ones. 


Alexandra gazed down on Starbuck's face, so calm and untroubled In hfs final sleep, hfs hair dis- 
arranged so natural ly... 
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The small groups of people, both military and clvillan, came to attention as Commander Christopher 
entered the chamber, his wife Major Meret at his s!dee Apollo and Diana stood with their arms 
around each other; Alexandra was joined by her wingman, Lleutenant Gregory, and her cousin, Ser- 
geant Galatea, who took her hands as the ceremony began. Morgan remalned absent. 


The ceremony ended, far too soone Starbuck was gone. 


%* eet t 
A man sat alone tn the darkness of the locked celestliai chamber. 


In the Iight, he was a tall, strong man, with green eyes and golden hair. But now, he was only a 
shadow, hIiding amongst shadows, as he had done for several days. He'd been present at Starbuck's 
funeral -- through the minds of others. 


He had seen the coffin begin Its final, lonely Journeys He wanted nothing more to do with It. 


There was a sound at the door; someone fumbled at the lock. But Morgan had sealed the door with 
more than just a mechanical locke Eventually, his would-be visitor gave up on entering, and moved 
away « 


Morgan sighed, and gazed out at the stars, half-consclously scanning and categorizing each point 
of Itght — a useful discIpline, born of yahrens as an astrophysicist. It helped to keep his mind 
off the events of the past sectons, and helped to block the hammering thoughts he could not always 
escape any longer. 


He sighed agaltne 


It had been a rendezvous with death, for all of them. Starbuck had thrown himself Into something 
he couldn't handle, and had dled for It. HIs death had given them a chance -- but he was gone, 
his body only a brief flare of IIght In a briiltant sun. So, too, his I!fe -- a brief flare in an 
ever-changing universe@ece. 


Ibi ls had used hime And If Starbuck hadn't tntervened, Ibils would have killed hime The slime of 
Ibilfs* consclousness had laughed as Morgan writhed In pain, had gleefully smirked as Apollo's 
madness, Diana's horror, and Starbuck's death had branded themselves Into hIs being. 

He would never forget that scene, not If he I!ved for all eternity. He only prayed that time 


might dull It enough, make {ft hazy enough, that he could block It out, and rebulld his shattered 
defences. | 


Maybe then, the emotions of this ship and her lost people won't hurt so much. Maybe then, I*Il be 
able to face my friends without flinching from thetr thoughtseee 


it was over a centar before he heard another sound at the door. Although the lock refused to 
yleld, the person wouldn't leave. 


"Morgan?" a quiet volce called. Despite the engines’ roar, he heard the man clearly; the voice 
echoed through his mind as If through an endless tunnel. He knew the man wel! -~ Apollo. 


"Go away." He flung the thought beck, rejecting the call. He knew he would be heard. 


"Morgan? Let me In." 
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He surrendered, as Apollo had known he must, and released his hold on the locke The door opened, 
admitting another tal! figure Into the darkness. Then the flood of IIght and nolse vanished as 
the hatch cycled shut again. 


The Captain stumbled In the dark, then eventually touched Morgan's shoulder, and settled down 
beside hime Morgan heard the clink of a bottle belng opened, then liquid sloshing Into a glass. 


The glass was pushed Into hfs hands. 

"{ don't want It." 

"Take It. It's M'dorl, one of Jason's special brews. I! don’t know how [t's different, but It 
seemseeegreener, Itke Diana's eyes. He didn't ask any questions, elther, just looked sympathetic, 
and sald It would help-e So, drink It." 

He took the glass, anticipating an order If he didn't. Apollo poured himself a glass as well, 
then set the long-necked bottle carefully asIde, where he could reach It eas!Ily, but where It 


wouldn't accidentally be sp!lled or broken. 


Morgen sipped the drink. It had a definite tang he couldn't remember from any other M'dor!l he'd 
ever tasted. 


They sat In silence for a long time. When the first glasses were empty, Apollo poured a second 
round. 


"Getting drunk won't help me," the telepath sald at last. “It might make things worsee 1 don't 
think anything can help me now." 


He could sense Apollo's shruge "No, nothing can erase what IblJs did, what Starbuck sacrificed. 
But we're still allve." 


"Are we? You think that's all that counts?" To Morgan, to any telepath, this terribly open vul- 
nerabl lity was perhaps worse than death. "Do you realize what IbiIs did, to all of us?" 


"I've an Idea what he tried to do." 
"Then why are you here?" 


"{ promised a friend I'd be around when you needed mee And ! care about youe You can't spend the 
rest of your I!fe up here, cutting yourself off from us." 


“| have to." 

"Why?" 

"Don't you understand? I! can't protect myself any more, not even from you and Diana. I! keep 
seeing It all, over and over agatne | keep feeling It- 1 know what It Is to die, Apollo, because 
1 dled with Starbuck. And, sometimes, | think I'm sttil dead, barely existing -- and not 
particularly Iftking It." 


"You're allvee Things aren't as bleak as they seem. We'll ITve. We'll manage -- all of use" 


Several long moments passed tn s!lence, as Morgan wrestled with trying to understand Apollo's 
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serenity -- without belng overwhelmed by hIs friend's thoughts and emotions. 
“How's Diana?" he finally asked, seeking a new subject. "! haven't seen her sInceeee™ 


"She's missed youe And Life Centre confirmed her pregnancy today. !'m not sure It's htt her yet. 
She's stIll mourning Starbuck." 


"What about you? Aren't you mourning him? He was your closest friend..." 


Apollo's smile, [nvisIble tn the darkness, was IItke a flare to Morgan's hypersensitive mind. "I 
mourn his death, but he's not gone. That's some consolation." 


The telepath shuddered, shyIng away from a thought too terrifying to consider. "The nights are 
the worst. 1! can block It durtng the day, sitting here, or In my Viper, keeping myself too busy 
to think or feel. But at night, there's nothing between me and the memorles, nothing to hold them 
Of feo” 


"! know," Apollo replied softly. "Sometimes, Diana wakes up without know!Ing why -- but |! can hear 
you screaming In my mind." 


"l'm sorry. | don't mean to disturb youese" 
"You can't help It. How can | blame you for your nightmares?" 


They were sl lent agaln for a time. Apollo shifted slightly, almost soundlessly. The stars slowly 
wheeled past. 


"How about Alexandra?" the telepath asked. 


"! don't know yet. She hasn't come to see me, or Dianae Offictally, | can't do anything untll 
she does. I! hope It's soone" 


"She's scared, worrled —- a I!ttle lost, maybee Perhaps nothing would have come of her relation 
ship with Starbuck, but It was all she had. She's lost the only anchor she had. You know, she 
still hasn't crted for hime" 


"| knowe"™ 


Morgan was surprised by Apollo's quiet certainty. "Is there something you came here to tell me?" 
he asked, no longer able to avoid the subject. 


"You've been wondering how I've known things since..e-then, why | haven't mourned him as you doe 
He's not gone, Morgan. Starbuck still has some time to spend with us." 


"What do you mean?" As close to Insanity as Morgan was sure he was, he now wondered If Apollo 
might not have gone even farther. 


"He hasn't talked to you yet." 
"! don't understandeee"” 
But he did, through a flash of Apollo's knowledge, and someone else's mental touch. 


"Don't you, Morgan?" A glowing, spectral form appeared from nowhere. The smile was Starbuck's -- 
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tt could belong to no other. The thoughts, too, were fam! ltar. 


"Starbuck?" Morgan whispered. 


"Who else could pop In on you up here, when you're riding In the hand of God?" the appar!tion re- 
piled, glancing at Apollo; they shared that memory. 


The Captain remalned silent. He'd already met and come to terms with Starbuck and his contInued 
existence without mortal human Iffe. It was Morgan's turn. 


“How can you be al ive?" 

"I'm not exactly allve, Morgane" 

"Then how can you be here?" 

The glowing figure smiled again, warm and comforting In the darknesse "I'm not really sure 
myself," he readily confessed. "But |! do know I'm heree Not to change the subject, but why are 


you so afrald of IIiving?" 


The telepath shuddered. "If I IIve, | have to feel. I'ma bit afrald of feeling too much right 
nowe* 


"Hey, even I'm allve, Morgan, after a fashions And feeling many things." Starbuck frowned, 
trying to find the words for an adequate explanation. 


"I'm seelng things, aren't |, Apollo?" Morgan demanded shaki ly. “It's Just part of that ‘special’ 
M'dor!. Jason did something to It... Elther that, or | really am crazy." 


"What do you feel?" 


“Lords, he's real, and he's here, and Iblis didn't win after all!" His eyes burned with unshed 
tears; his volce was unsteady. 


"IblIs will never win,” Apollo repifed. "We'll never come so close to surrender again. He Il 
never even dare come near us, now, If he escapes againe Starbuck will know.” 


Morgan glanced at the silent figure of Starbuck, who leaned agalnst one of the dome's supporting 
panels, his arms crossed, a white shape outlIned by the stars. The tmage nodded slowly. 


"Starbuckeee™ He reached out a hand, but touched nothing; there were only shadows and silence. 


Starbuck shook his head. "Sorry, Morgan, but you can't touch mee | can't touch you, either. But 
1'm here — and who knows what time will do to me? 


"But you don't have to dream any more. Iblis lost. | can walk your dreams, and guard them, If 
you want me toe” 


The telepath managed a smile. "! think I'd better try and manage that on my own. But It's nice 
to know I'm not alone." 


"Never, my friende You know that. I'l! always be here, In some way.” The apparition began to 


fade. "Watch my lady for me, will you, Morgan? For now, at least? Apollo says he will, but | 
know Diana's got to come first for hime Probably for you, too, for that matter. But make sure my 
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Aley Isn't forgotten. The others'!! get over me soon enough, but she's got a Iittle..ereminder. 
Just keep an eye on her, huh? And don't let her cut you outee.” 


He was gonee 


Morgan sat In awe-struck silence. For all he'd thought he knew, this was beyond any experlence 
he'd ever even dreamed. 


"Do you understand?" Apollo asked quietly. "Iblis never wone He never wille There's too much at 
stake to allow It. In striking at Starbuck as he did, he bound himself, even more thane.-before, 
with Sheba and me. We're free of him now — forever. Seeing death, this way, can you really fear 
It any longer? Even Starbuck knows better — and that's saying a lot!*® 


The telepath shook his head, smiling slightly, and Apollo could sense the tension loosening within 
him, could sense the growing peace -- Ike the peace within himself, the certaltn knowledge that 
there was still I'!fe to Ilve, and worth IIving. 

"There are people ! can talk to," Morgan began tentatively. "Maybe we can work something out..." 
"| know some things about people, too. For a start..." 

"For a start, pour me another, will you, Apollo?" 


"Suree II! even Join you." 


&* atte t 


Cleartng Starbuck's quarters didn't require much time. 


Apollo took the depressIngly sad duty upon himself, several days after his talk with Morgan. He 
and Starbuck had been through too much together for too long, as wingmates and as friends, for him 
to allow anyone else to do It. 


Furnishings would remain for the chamber's next occupant. Personal effects were quickly, neatly 
packed Into a storage box. Before the Destruction, the box would have been returned to the family 
of the deceased, carrled home by friends and fellow Warriors. 


Now, with no person or place to take them to, Apollo wondered why the things were kept stored 
awaye Perhaps, he thought, Chameleon would want them when the OSIRIS reached the Fleet, some time 
tn the future. 


Or maybe Alexandra will clalm them for her child. She probably has the best claim on them, {tf she 


wants themeee A small box of odds and endSece 


She stlil hadn't mentltoned her pregnancy to him; tf she didn't soon, he'd have to bring It up him 
self. Officially, he didn't know about It, but he was her Filght Commander... She shouldn't be 
flying, but !f she hadn't yet made up her mind about having the baby, he didn't want to push her 
Into a hasty, and perhaps unwise, decIslon. 


Fortunately, the doctors hadn't yet approved her return to combat duty; It took any declision out 
of hIs hands for a few days. 


Starbuck seemed to think there was no doubt about her ultimate decIston. Apollo wondered If his 
friend could somehow sense the future In his present "condition" -- or If he simply understood 
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Alexandra that well. 


And then there's Diana's pregnancy eee . 


Apollo smilede He was already looking forward to his daughter, achliid he'd anticltpated for 
yahrens. We'll be a real famllyeec. 


He regretted for a moment that his father might never meet his granddaughter, and that his mother 
would never know her namesake. But then, who knew what the future held? Perhaps It wouldn't be 
long before the OSIRIS was reun!ted with the rest of humanity's survivors. The Commander would be 
pleased to see Diana alive and safe after so long -- his foster daughter, and, finally, Apollo's 
wife. And she had found her own father, too, In Major Dion. 


That would be a pleasant surprise. Adama and his wife had always accepted and blessed the love 
shared by thelr eldest son and thelr foster child; they had been glad for thelr children's happIi- 
nesse And Diana would love Boxey as her own — for Apollo's sake, If for no other reason. 

Of course, Starbuck wouldn't be thereee. 


How will |! tel! Chameleon...? 


But the old gambler was probably already reconciled to his son's death; there was no reason to 
pass along the exact circumstances. And Chameleon, too, would have a grandchild to meet -- pro- 
viding, of course, that Alexandra chose to keep her child. 


Everything was collected, packed carefully Into the small box, ready for storage; a Supply tech 
would come for It tn a short timee Apollo sat down on the neatly-made bunk, glancing around at 
the clean, stertle quarters. 


It's so different without all the little things he kept aroundee. Strictly regulation, completely 
unclutteredece 


It was I!ke a dream, he thought. WIth Starbuck gone, [t was almost Iike It had been before he had 
come to the OSIRIS, that crazy day they'd almost fired on him In a Ralder. 


But Itt will never be the sameeee Too much has happenede o« 


He'd hear Starbuck's laughter In these corridors for the rest of his Il!fe-- and sometimes, he 
suspected, It would really be there... 


And Cy, too. He wondered If Cylons belleved tn spirits, and how Cy would react to seeing Starbuck 
again after consigning his body to the stellar fires. Maybe the mechanical belng wouldn't even be 


able to see or hear him; a Cylon's ocular device didn't track exactly the way a human eye did -—— 
and It was possIble Starbuck spoke through the mind, not by means of voice and earsee. 


"Oh!" 

Startled, Apollo glanced up, to see Alexandra standing In the doorway. She was poised to leave. 
"Walt, Alex." 

She froze, her back to hime "Yes, Captain?" 


"Come and sit down," he Invited. "Is there anything special you came to look for? I've just 
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packed his things away, but If there's some momentoee. And ! won't mind your company." 


"! just came In for a centon, but since you've already cleaned everything out, | won't take up any 
of your time," she responded quietly. Her face was calm, empty of emotion. 


"Well, there are a couple of things I'd IIke to discuss with you, If you have a few moments." 


Maybe now's the time to tell her Starbuck's stIll..earound, and itkely to show Upeece She has a 
right To knOWeee 


She shrugged, but didn't approach him. "If you wish. You're the Captain.” 
"Would you please sit down?" 


He thought for a moment that she would defy hime Then she reluctantly sat down on the edge of the 
bunk, as far from him as possible. 


"There are some things I've been wanting to ask you," he begane Maybe, If he started the 
conversation, she'd mention the child, and her declsion -- If she'd made one yet. 


"What kind of things?" she asked In a monotonee There was suspicion hidden In her toneless voice. 
She was wary of his company. 


"] wanted to ask.eeewhat you're feeling, thinkIingeeeif you'd care to talk about It, If you can, and 
If there's anything ! can do, now that..." 


"Now that Starbuck's gone?" 
"Yes," he replted honestly. "I'd Ifke to know, If you're willing to talk to mee" 
"Are you making It an order?" 


"| hope not. You're a friend, Alex, and | care about youe" After thelr experlence with Iblils, 
they ail needed such reassurances, and Apollo was determined to let his frlends know he cared. 


Her laugh was short and bitter. “What am | thinking?" She seemed to deflate. "1 didn't think | 
cared about him this much," she muttered, and Apollo couldn't tell If she was trying to hide tears 
or was simply framing her words with great care. 


"it's hard,” she continued. "Very harde 1 keep telling myself It's stupid, to think ! could've 
meant anything special to hime We were friends, and occasionally, a bit more, but that's all, and 
should've been enough. 


"He'd never settle down; | know that. He flirted with every woman he ever met, and he'd keep on 
dotng It, no matter what he sald to the contrary. It's his natures It's not untI| now, when I'm 
pregnant, and he's dead, that |! think | Jove hime™ She didn't seem to reali!ze what she'd re- 
vealede "Probably an I! logical reaction, belng upset IIke this, thinking It ever meant anything. 
When someone dies, you work yourself up unti! they mean more to you dead than they ever did altve. 
! ought to reallze that, belting a Warrior and all." 


He watched her with concerne "! don't think that's true, Alexandra -- and we both know It. You 


did love him, and he felt something for youe And nowee." 


"| love hime Oh, | know -- [Ike so many other women In his Ife, so many 'friendse' That's part 
of the problem, and the way | feel." The words and emotions poured out, things that surprised 
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him, and shocked him a tittle — and worrted him a lot. 


"I'm Jealous, Apollo," she sald Intensely. "Jealous of anybody who had a part of his I!fe, be- 
cause now, There Isn't any life left for mee I''m glad, too -- maybe triumphant," -—- she tossed 
her head In pride — but why did she look as If she hated herself? -- "because only | can give him 
a child now, If | choose toe Do we want to keep a part of Starbuck around, Captain? _ 


"And | reallze, now, that I'm very possessive. |! could never let myself be that way before, with 
him, because one look at Starbuck showed how foollsh It was. No one woman was capable of holding 
him for longe He'd never let himself be captured, never let hIs heart be taken. 


"But I'm holding him, now. I've got his childee. 


"! think I'm going crazy, Captaine My emotions, my capacity for rational thought -- everything 
seems al! screwed up, running tn circles at full throttle, then throwing themselves [nto reverse 
and slamming Into the walls of my locked-up head and suffocating heart. Am! golng crazy?" She 
looked at him pleadingly, her brown eyes Intense. 


"1! don't Ifke them, the other womene Some of them were even my friends, and maybe stiil are, and 
i'm sure we'll be friends again some day. Strange, how my feelings and my head seem to have 
separated these days. | know what | should be feeling -- but It's ITke |'m watching somebody else 
playing me, acting out my emotions on a stage." 


Suddenly, her eyes turned cold, venomous, contemptuous. Apollo could feel the bitter enmity 
directed at him. 


"Y'know what else the I!ttle actress Is doIng, Apollo? She's hating youe Yes, I hate you, 
Captain, | really do! He stared at her In disbellef. “You were closer to him than any woman 
could ever be. For that, he was wilitng to follow you Into Hades. When you wouldn't lead, he 
went on ahead for you! He gave up his I!fe tn thet miserable cavern! He dled for you, and he'd 
never do that for any woman! And you don't even care what he gave up for love of you! You smiled 
at hts memortal!® 


Hits own shock faded as he saw the despairing tears In her eyes. Her paln needed some kind of 
release, and Starbuck hadn't shown himself to her yet. Maybe hating him would satisfy her for 
now, but she had to pull her I1fe back together agaln. 


"Alexandra, you're misreading the friendship between Starbuck and me -- and you've badly mI sread 
Starbuck !f you think he didn't care, or wouldn't have endured that for you as well as for mee He 
died for you, too. 1! would have done It If necessary, for Diana, for my friends, my child. But 
Starbuck knew the way to save us all, while | could have done nothing but cost us all our Ifves. 
You know him, Alex. Isn't tt true? Search your heart..." 


She was nearly sobbing, ‘trytng to control the pain of her memories, and her fears. "But | can't! 
Logically, | know -- or ! think | know -- but my heart and mind don't connect any more, and | 
don't know what to do, or where to go! I'm all alone!® 


"You're not alonee We're here. You know, we were there, too, and we know Starbuck. We 
understand. We're your friends. Let us help yous" Awkwardly, he reached across the bunk, to 
take her hande 


"Help?" She Jerked her hand away from him. "Like you helped Starbuck to his grave?" She stared 


at him, unblInktng and cold. “And I'm angry!" she declared, changing the subJect abruptly, 
sending another deadly verbal shaft at Apollo. "He dled, and left me alone, with his -- our -- 


72 


im 


i 


baby. How could he do that, If he really cared about me? How could he leave hIs child alone? 
How could he leave you?" 


"Because he cared! Because he gambled on saving all of us!" He wasn't getting through to her, 
and knew It, but didn't know what else he could say. "He did what he thought he had to, for all 
of us." 


"He told me | didn't know Ibifs. Maybe | didn't. But | don't think | knew him, efther. Oh, yes, 
maybe he really did care. But It doesn't matter. You let him die. He dled because of youl" Her 
volce rose to a harsh, shrill cry, stunning him. In that brief moment, she ran from the room. 


Tears welled In his eyes, and he brushed them away wonderingly, thinking hard for a long time, 
try{ng to understand her pecullar perspective without accepting the gullt It would place on his 
shoulderse He ran a hand through hIs hair, and took a deep breath. 


Alexandra's warped view of things was tearing her apart. She seemed to have decided that Iblis, 
Apollo, and Starbuck were all equally gullty of some conspiracy that had taken her lover's II fe. 
Her reaction reached beyond mere pain, Ignoring logic, and struck deeply Into a part of his own 
past that he'd hoped to have buried forever. 


After a time, Apollo rose, shaking his head, and walked to the door with a troubied, preoccupied 
look on his face. 


A misty figure watched him leave, worry evident tn his bright blue eyes. Even with the perpetra- 
tor banished, It seemed Iblis* evil! would continue to reach out to the demon's foes. 


+t eH 


Apollo went In search of Morgan, and found his friend in the nearly deserted pilots’ lounge, with 
two other members of Purple Squadron. Sergeant Arzigal, In a brilllantly-coloured caftan, was no 
surprise; the telepath considered her a friends But the Captain was amazed to see Lieutenant 
Gernyd with them, since Morgan and Garnyd usually avoided each other's company. 


However, epart from the three of them -- and RobIn, busy behInd the bar -- the only other people 
In the large, comfortable room were two young lovers holding hands In a corner. Under the circum- 
stances, It was understandable that the two men were tolerating one another. 


Apollo Jotned the Purple Squadron pilotse They welcomed him cordially enough -- but he had the 
distinct tmpresston that he'd disturbed somethings The feeling was reinforced a few moments later 
when Garnyd, draining his drink, abruptly rose to leave. 


"I"ve an early stint tn the computer core tomorrow," he explained, "so | should get some sleep. 
[f you'll excuse me..." 


"|, too, must be gone," Arztgal observed In her Ifghtly accented voice. "If Flicka Is not fed 
soon, she wil! come searching for me, and that wlll displease many people." She nodded elegantly 
In the Captain's direction, then departed, her voluminous robes billowlng behind her. The Hsarrl 
woman had adapted well to Colonial culture, overcoming many of her earlier fears of the strangers 
and thelr wayse Whatever rank she'd held In her own society -- and It had been high, from what 
ltttle she'd mentioned to her few close friends -- she accepted her new II fe and position on the 
battlestar, and deferred to those In authority with no disgruntlement. 


Apollo glanced at Morgan, perplexed. "What did | Interrupt?" 
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The telepath smiled. "NothIng serlouse ee" 


"Just private?" Then Insptration struck hime "Some of that "help’ you needed? Sorry about that, 
Morgane | didn't reallzeee. ! didn't know Garnyd was a telepath!" he finished In amazement. "He 
always seemed a bit odd, but..." 


"He's note" 
"Like Arzigal, then? Some kind of empath?" 


"No..e." Morgan replied slowly. "I really can't tell you anything about hime You'll have to ask 
him yourself. He might tell you, but more likely note.." 


"I'l! respect that; you know It," Apollo sald serfously. "I'm glad to see you and Arzigal can 
talk to one another agaln, though. 1! know you couldn't bear to be around her for a whilee.." 


The telepath smiled agaln, and got himself another drink. “Allahara's helping me," he sald. "It 


ts a bit complicated, and | doubt we've got all night for me to try and explain It. She's 
teaching me things ! used to knowee.” 


"That's good to hear." 


"! wonder why | was so wary of her. After she saved my I!fe, and | learned what she waseec. We 
got along fine, but ! was always holding something back, always a bit afrald she'd find out 
something | wasn't ready to sharee" 


Apollo laughed. "I! guess there's something xenophobic In all of use However Iftberal and open- 
minded we think ourselves, when It comes down to It, we're always a IIttle afraid of the unknown.” 


The telepath's expression was wry. "After all the yahrens I've spent worrying about people 
discovering my little secret, and all of Karl's urging, | should've seen It tn myself. This crew 
ts supposed to be able to deal with the unknown. After all, If we can accept a telepathic bast, 
flying green 'Things,' an odd collection of other allfensee." 


"Ah, but that's different! The obvious differences, we can deal with. We expect the unusual and 
unknown from the Shadowstars, from Arzigal and Allahara. It fascinates us. What worrles us Is 
the unexpected, the unknown amongst us. We've been together tor so long that we think we know 
everything there {s to know about one another. We preter to look elsewhere for our surprises." 


"An exploration shItp with a seml-sane crew, the odd survivors of a war, and an assortment of 
belngs from other worlds. If we can't deal with [+t, something's really odd!" 


"Are you thinkIng of making youreeegi ftse. public?" Apollo asked cautiously. 

"Nothing that drastic, my friend! Like you sald, the unexpected amongst us Is what scares us. 
Somethtng Garnyd saldeee Well, It's not Important. Besides, I'm getting tired of phllosophy. 
l*ve managed to make a few flights with Astrosurvey — but | never realized how boring life aboard 
a ship can be!® 

Apollo laughed at his friend's expression. "Tell me about It! Now, you know how | felt when | 
first came aboard!" He sobered quickly. "I cleaned out Starbuck's quarters today, put his things 


Into storage." 


Morgan was silent for a moment. "Did he help?" 
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"Not that ! could see. That wasn't the hard part. It was Alexandrae Some of the things she 
saldeee™ He shook his head sadly. "She's really hurting Inside, and she keeps trying to 
rationalize It all away, as If she's afrald to admit she feels anything-e She's decided she hates 
me, and holds me responsible for Starbuck's death." 


Morgen snorted [In ftndignation. 

"No, no, she may be right. ! think she hates Starbuck a bit, too, for the position she's In. | 
don't know what'd be best for her right now. | told Hannibal to keep her off all test flights, 
and Doctor Senb! won't let any of us fly patrols yet. ! wishes. 1! don't know." 

His companion was sllent for a moment, commiseratinge "If she’s still that shaken up, I'd better 
stay away for a day or two myself. 1 don't think I've got enough control back yet to keep her 
emotions out, and misery seems to be one of the strongest feelings there Is." 

"! understand that, too," Apollo murmured. “We've each seen enough palin, experlenced enough suf- 
fertng {tn our own IIves. We don't have to go looking for more. But, sometimes, ! can't help 
wonder Ingeee" 


"Starbuck?" 


"Alexandra thinks It's my fault." He shuddered as he mentally pictured the cave where his friend 
had died. 


Morgan closed his eyes, wincing at the paln of the emotion. "Please, Apollo, not around mee Not 
yet." 


"i'm sorrye It's Just thateeeft's hard not to remember." 
"! know." 


*%& tH & 


Diana sat at her desk, absently watching Draco flitting about the compartment; she was walting for 
Apollo. She appeared perfectly composed; In this Instance, her appearance was misleading, a clear 
sign of danger. When the door opened, she swivelled her chalr to observe her husband's entrance. 

Hts cheerful humming stopped when he saw her, and he smiled. "Hello, lovee How are you feeling?" 


"You're aware that I'm pregnant." 


There was laughter In his green eyes as he responded. "Of course, | know. You told me yourself, 
remember? We've known for several dayse" 


"Doctor Senb! suggested | talk with you before he's willing to set a time for the termination." 
She was as calm and precise as If ordering a routine patrol, but something dangerous was seething 


In her eyes. 


Apollo froze, staring In open-mouthed shock. "Terminatlonee-2?% The centars of drinking with 
Morgan were affecting him; he staggered slightly. "You can't be serltous." 


She nodded emphatically. "I'm deadiy serftous, Apollo." 
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"What?" he sputtered. 

"Besides, | don't think this Is an appropriate time to be starting a family." 
"No!" he exclafmed, hls voice rising tn anger. 

"No, what?" she demanded, her eyes narrowing. 

"You can'ti" 

She stared at him coldly, dangerously. “What can't | do2" 


"Terminate my chi id!" 


She stood up, facing him, her own temper flaring. "Then, you resign your commission and carry It! 
I'm not ready for a chtild -— not now, and maybe not ever!" 


"| forbid It!" he snapped. "You can't possibly..." 


"Apollo," Diana began, ‘trying to be reasonable, "you can't honestly mean you'd force me to resign 
my commission and leave the Service to have a child we never planned, at a time not of my choos- 
Ing? You know ! love you, butece" 


The alcohol tn his system spoke for hime "I! would think,” he sald angrily, "that my wife would be 
happy to bear my child. Instead, you want to kill It!® 


"Your wife? Aren't | a Werrlor, too? Would you Ins!ist Lala have a child she didn't want? Or any 
of our other female personnel, for that matter?" she demanded !n astonished rage. Her fury at the 
doctor's cavaller attitude had been redirected; Apollo was now Its target. 


"You're not just another pilot! You're my wife! | love you, and | want you to have my child!" 


“Whether | want It or not? Is that the price of your love? Then talk to one of those little 
flirts who keep making eyes at you -- oh, I! see them, Apollo, even though you don't encourage 
theme We're a I!ttle past the era when a man could force hIs wife to be his brood mare! { don't 
Jump at your command!" 


"I'm your Fl tght Commander, your superfor officer!" he bellowed In outrage. 


"In duty, yes — but not In this marriage!" He was belng total ly unreasoneble -- as she might 
have guessed he'd be; ‘the way he moved and spoke clearly told her he was drunk. "1! must admit, 
Apollo, that ! never expected this of youe Morgan wouldn't..." 


"Leave your old lover out of this for once, will you, Diana? Damn It, tf every woman thought this 
WAY eee” 


Deathly pale at his reference to Morgan, Diana glared at hime "It appears," she sald Iclly, “*that 
our definitions of women's rights and options are polarized, Captain. But ! wil! not live my life 
by someone else's definitions and rules. If you can't accept that, then perhaps we should 
reconsider another part of our IIves as well!" 


He regarded her for a long moment before speaking agaln. "| had a dream once," he sald, hts voice 


subdued, controlleds "It was yahrens ago, on the GALACTICA. 1 saw our daughter. !'ve loved her 
ever since, and I've been walting for here WII! you fight destiny?” 
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How dare heeee! "Destiny? Destiny! A half-remembered dream, and a lot of wishful think!ng on 
your part? Who made you the all-mighty prophet? What makes you think the universe revolves 
around you, and your dreams? I'm not golng through that agaln ~- not even for you. 


"Look, I'ma Warrior. I've earned that, and It's what I've been all my Iifee And !'m not throw- 
Ing It away foreee® 


HIs eyes widened, and he looked sick. "That's what Zac sald, Just beforeee. Starbuck told me; he 
felt a I!tttle gulity for a while, and now, he's gone, too... Don't talk that way, Diana! Please, 
don't!" he begged, starting at the floor. 


She wondered why she suddenly wanted to cry. "Apolloee." she began. 


"Don't ki il my child," he whispered, pleading, with a took In his eyes that she remembered wel! -- 
and that she had hoped never to see again. The beloved dead, the lost friends, the haunting fears 
and nightmaresee. 


Her control snapped. "No!" she screamed, and grabbed the first thing withIn reach. 


He must have reallzed what was coming, for he started In alarm, and retreated with a speed sur- 
prising for a man In hIs cond!tion. 


The object struck the wall and shattered. Diana stared at the fragments of marble, al! that re- 
matned of the sculpture of Apollo she had received as an anonymous birthday gl ft yahrens before. 


She hated herself for cryInge Then her tears ended In a sudden gasp of pain, and she doubled 
overe No one heard her frightened call for help as she collapsed on the floor. 


e*tete tt 


Two young Fl!lght Sergeants from Orange Squadron cl!mbed out of the Ralder, talking excitedly. 
Even Darian, normally so reticent, was elated; and Naradecic!, once a shy and frightened Cadet, 
was positively ecstatic. 


Although It was quite late, the two p! lots were both alert, and more than a |Ittle euphoric. They 
had Just completed thelr first flight tn the Cylon ship, with only Captain Hannibal monitoring 
from the OSIRIS. In moments, he'd tel! them If they were now quallfied for solo filghts. 


The Engineer boarded the Ralder without a word to elther of his studentse By the time he had fin- 
Ished checking It out, they were fidgeting nervously; they knew how stringent his requirements 
were — he wasn't about to risk lives, or ships he'd laboured over. 


He studied them a moment before speakinge "Not too bad," he drawled at last. "As a matter of 
fact, |! think you're ready to solo." He smiled at their evident elation; It was almost I!ke Grad- 
uation Day, for two young Warrlors who'd never had such a day to celebrate, thanks to the Destruc- 
tioneee "Ladies, ! suspect you could both give the Cylons one Hades of a fight for their cubits 
-- and In thelr own ships, at that. Good Job, Warrlors." 


He left them to celebrate thelr newly-won expertise, each In her own way, as he checked out the 
next two pilots due for a test flight. Purple Squadron ~- Lleutenant Gregory and Sergeant Arion. 
Both men were ready and walting for him — as was Sergeant Alexandra. 

“But, Captain," the woman demanded, "what's the meaning of this? I'm Gregory's wingmate! I'm 


supposed to go on this flight with him!" 
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"Sorry, Sergeant," the Captain replied sympathetically, when he could manage to get a word In; he 
really did feel sorry for her, but he had his orders. "I'm afrald you're out of the program, at 
least for the time belnge" 


"Why? By whose orders?" 

"The Filght Commander's." 

Her expression changed abruptly, as she re-established her self-control. "I see," she sald In a 
strangled volcee "Then ! guess | have to see him." She fled the landing bay, throwing off 
Gregory's restraining hand, and Ignoring hls call. 

"That's one very upset lady," Arlon commented. 

"Not surprising," Hannibal sald brusquely. "Not to hurry you, boys, but you're due In space. 
Flight check-IIst begins Immediately." He left nelther man time for further consideration of the 


woman's unseemly outburst. 
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As she had planned, Arzigal had taken Flicka to the NCO mess for a quick meal. As they strolled 
back toward thelr shared quarters, they passed Diana's door. The Hsarr! was somewhat surprised to 
see a tiny violet reptile fluttering madly In front of that door, occastonally breathing a smal! 
jet of flame toward the unylelding metal. 


"Draco!" the allen woman exclalmed, laughiInge “Have you been locked out again? You should never 
have attacked Captain Apollo when you first met him!® 


Drawn by her friendly volce, the mintature dragon flew to her, landing In her dark halr, crying 
plteously In her eare The dire wolf ran to the door, clawing at It, whining in desperation. 


Something Is wronge ce! 


Arzigal caught up her ankle-length caftan and ran to the door. If It was lockedeee But It 
wasn't; {It slid open eas! ly. 


"Oh!" She slammed one hand over an emergency cal! button Just Inside the door, then hurrfed to 
her friend's side. 


She was no Healer. She hoped they would come soon, and that they could help. Dlana's Iffe was tn 
danger e 
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Apollo, Morgan, and Major Dion kept a seemingly endless vigt!I through the night, waiting for word 
on Diana. 


When Doctor SenbI Jo!ned them, It was nearly morning. He saw Apollo's mute, hopeful gaze, and 
shook his heade "I'm sorry, Captain. Dtana will be all right, but there was nothIng we could do 


to save the baby. Belleve me, we tried." 


Apollo sat down heavily, his face hidden behInd hIs hands. 
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"In a way, Captaln, the miscarrlage may be partly our fault. We didn't know about her pregnancy, 
and the medication we gave heres. We never even suspected, then. !'m sorry, Apollo, truly | am.® 


When the doctor left them, Dion followed him, wanting to see his daughter for a moment. Morgan 
put a comforting arm around Apollo's shoulders. 


"She was right, It's my faulteee" Apollo murmured. 
"What? Who's right, about what?" 


"Alexandra sald It was my fault. -Iblfs kif led Starbuck. Now, he's killed our child, my daughter, 
my Ilaeee" He stared past Morgan, speaking more to himself than to his friend. 


"No!" the telepath InsIsted firmly. "Ibifs had nothing to do with this. And It's certainly not 
your fault. I'Il have a talk with Alex; I*ve known her longer than youe She's just upset. WIi! 
you be all right by yourself? Dfana's gofng to need strength from you, not fear." 


Apollo took a deep breath. "Thanks, Morgan, but know!ng the truth of something doesn't make for- 
getting -- or remembering -- any easfer.e I! think you'd better stay away from Alexandrae She's 
belting polsonous right now -- and she might unleash It on you, tooe t-eeeJjust need a few centons. 
Go and see Diana; !I'I! be right with you." 


Those few moments helped Apollo calm his turbulent thoughts and regain his self-control. Then he 
went In to see his wife. 


"Hello, Dianae™ He was shocked at how weak and pale she looked. 
WHI eee” 


He tried to smile, despite the tears sp!tliiIng down hIs cheeks. Just belng with her took away some 
of the pain of the past. "You're all right, lovee You're golng to be all right." 


"The babyee." 

"i+*s all right," he InsIsted, try!ng to soothe her. 

"Noeee” She shook her head with all the strength she could muster. "! knowe.eehow much you wanted 
It- | could see It In your eyes, how much you wanted this child. But Ieeewasn't ready. I'm 
sorryeee | didn't plan this, but there wouldn't have been any other way, no matter what..." 
"Hush! That's an order." He stroked her damp, |Imp halr.e Lords, how he loved her! To ask her 
to set aside her IIfe... He didn't want her feeling guilty about the baby; It wasn't falr of him. 
He had to respect her wishes, too, her cholces. The alcohol-Induced InsIistence of a few centars 
earlier seemed ridiculous, viewed now, after her brush with death. 


1 could have lost her! 


"It's nothing to worry about, Diana," he whispered. "We've got plenty of timeee. There's nothing 
we can do, only IIve as best we can..." 


"| didn't do this to hurt you, Apollo. Please, don't let It hurt youe 1! couldn't bear that..." 
"You'd better leave, Captain," Doctor SenbI's voice Interrupted them. "She needs rest. Come back 


after you've both had some sleep; you can talk then." 
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Diana was asleep before the two men were out of the room. 


The doctor steered Apollo toward the corridor. "Go away, Captain, and get some sleep yourself. 
We' 1! take good care of her, ! assure you." 


"i'm not leaving. She might wake upees.” 


Senbi sighed tn exasperation. "I! swear, we can't put one of you In here without the other falling 
Til withtn the day! All right! The next chamber's empty; you can sleep there, and you'l! be 
close by If she needs youe You'll probably get to her before we do!" 

"She lost the baby?* 

it was Alexandra. "Yes," Apollo replied, "but she's all right." 

"For nowe™ 


"What's that supposed to mean?" 


"You sald you were willing to dle for her, for your child, for your friends, IIke Starbuck. Well, 
Starbuck's dead, and now, so's the baby." She shruggede "Who knows? Maybe everybody you were 
willing to dle for has to die first. The punishment of the gods." 


Badly shaken, Apollo asked Doctor Lupus for a sedative; he knew he wouldn't sleep without [t. 
"Damn!" the doctor muttered, watching Apollo retire to get some rest. "So soon after Starbuck... 
it's a lot for people to have to endure. Marriages have been rulned by lesse.." His fingers 
absently stroked the green gem that dangled from his right earlobe. 


"i+ wasn't his Ila," someone sald. 


Lupus stared around the deserted room, certain he'd heard a voice, but he saw no one. Besides, 
the voice had sounded Ifke... No way! I'm Imagining things! 


And who Is Ilacee? 


"i+ wasn't Ila," the same qulet voice murmured at Apollo's bedside. “ThIs one wasn't meant to be. 
Aley, how could you say that to him, now, of all times? How could you be so cruel?" 
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Alexandra wandered almlessly for a long time. She needed a quiet place to be alone, to sit and 
think things through. She was officlally I!sted as a non-combatant, thanks to Apollo, so she 
didn't have patrols to fly, but she could stfll work In Sentlology, or Archives; they were both 
perpetually under-staffed. 


But for now, she Just wanted to be alone, to sit and think, and maybe let a little of the grief 
drain away. Maybe Just sitting and doing nothing. 


instinct carried her to her Viper, but It wasn't really "hers" any moreeec. 


"Alex? DId you come this way?" 
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Alexandra stuck her head out of the niche she'd founde Her cousin Galatea was glancing around the 
launch bay, lookIng for her. 


"I'm here, Gally. What ts it?" She was weary, but was even more tired of her own thoughts than 
of others, and her cous!n could sometimes be a welcome companion. 


Galatea smiled, and hurrled toward her. As usual, her sandy halr had worked Its way free of Its 
restraining knot, and a streak of lubricant was smeared across her sleeve. As she turned, looking 
for a place to sit, Alexandra saw a similar staln on her trousers. 


The niche was small for two women -- but no smaller than a Cylon Ralder carrying five Colonial 
Warrtors, three of them InJjured. 


"You don't look very happy," Galatea observed, seeing the shadows under Alexandra's eyes. "You 
look tired. Have you slept lately?" 


"Not much," she replied, leantng back agalnst the wall. "lI think I'm scared to sleep much." 


"Why?" Gally asked In undIsgultsed Interest. "Thinking of Starbuck? And how It was between you? 
He was always a charming sort; | remember him from when he was dating Athenae Baleron says you're 
probably the first woman he never dumped, because he never got the chance. There was a time when 
they were both stIll seeting Athena..." 


Alexandra wanted to kick someone -- Baleron for making the comment, Galatea for repeating It — 
and Starbuck, ‘too, because It Just might be true. She had to forgive Gally's tactlessness, 
though; things Just slipped out sometimes. 


Instead, she sald, "You belleve the words of a man who used to throw darts at Starbuck's p!cture? 
He didn't know Starbuck as well as he thought he did. I knew him back then, too. But It's not 
Just Starbuck. | was thinking about Apollo and Diana, too." 
Gally nodded tn understanding. "They've been through a lot." 


"Not quite Ilke me," she replied bitterly. "They're both still allve, and they've got each other, 
for whatever [t's worth." 


"You're doing tt agaln, Alex," her cousIn scolded, Innocently overlooking possible repercussions. 
"Doing what again?" 

“Blaming somebody for something that's not thelr fault. Refusing to admit It's your own feelings. 
Brooding over something nobody could do anything about. Like when your parents dled. You 
couldn't face blaming yourself, so you blamed use You didn't realize {t was Inside you all the 


time, so you couldn't face It..." 


"Shut up, Gally," Alexandra snapped. "That's not It, not this timee You weren't there, you don't 
knoWeee"” 


She shrugged. "If you say soe. But I still don't think It's Apollo's fault. 1 think you should 
talk to himeece 


"You should at least talk to somebody. ! guess you don't want It to be me, though, so | guess 


I" il go finish my Viper. | think I've figured out something for that cIrcult that keeps 
shorting.ee- And you were right; Rhea can get Just about anything | need, or make It, In 
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EngIneertng. Almost as good as Jones. Come and see us later, If you want toe We'll! probably be 
In the lounge." 


Alexandra sat by herself for a while after Galatea left. She didn't want to admit her cousin 
might be right about her problem of perspective. 


It's not Just tn my mind; I+ can't be! Starbuck's dead! Ibils killed him, and Apollo Just stood 
there, and | couldn't help! 


Who deserved her hatred more? Maybe she should Just hate everybody, she thought wearlly. 


Latereee III worry about It later. Right now, |_need sleepeecs 


But was It as easy as Gally made It seem? Would purging her own anger and gu! lt make Apollo seem 
less gulity, or Diana less tragic? Would Starbuck's death be easier to Ifve with? Could she 
eccept his child without reservations, as a blessing, Instead of something forced upon her, un- 
planned, perhaps unwanted? What would a child mean to her now, In her profession, at this time [n 
her II fe? 


Hating wasn't healthy, she knew —- but getting rid of that hate was anything but easy. 


She reached her quarters and dropped down on her bunk, stil! considertng with longing how easy It 
would be to let go of her hatred, wishIng she could Just let It go. Sleep came quickly, for her 
exhausted body demanded It, and even her mind had reached the end of coherent thought. 


"That's a good start, Aley," she thought she heard someone say as she fell asleep. 
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Apollo wasn't able to sleep long. As activity Increased In Life Centre, he, too, was soon awake. 
But h!s Impatient pacing and constant questions soon made the doctors eager to order him out of 
their medical station. 


He needed something to doe 


Ltke Alexandra, he soon found himself In the launch bay. Hannibal was working on one of the 
Ralders, h!Is major occupation when he wasn't teaching pilots how to fly them. Noone else was 
around. 


Apollo hesItated. There were things he wanted to discuss with Hannibal; the enIgmatic older man 
had often puzzled him, and with thelr shared experlence... 


"Mind If | bother you?" 


Hanntbal waved toward hime "Find yourself a seat. Nothing here ! need to concentrate fully on, 
so we can chat, If you ITkee® 


The young Captain knew how deceptive the Eng!neer's communicative mood could be. Nevertheless, he 
sat down on one of the Viper mounts near the Raider. He didn't reallze the pose was one he'd 
often assumed tn h!Is childhood, when he'd I{stened to so many of his father's tales. The metal 
was cool, and he leaned back agatnst the railing, letting his legs dangle freely. 


Hannibal calmly closed a clIrcult panel. "Ship's almost ready to go- Are you making a bid to get 
back tnto the tralning program?" 
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"Uh, In case you've forgotten, ! already know how to fly one of these things; I've done It be- 
fore," Apollo replied with a smile. | 


"Tsk, tsk, tske Not to demean the Flight Commander In front of no one In particular, but I've 
been flying these things sInce before you were borne And, as Commander Christopher has put me In 
charge of our little training program, with Major Jason's blessings, ! think that gives me a lit- 
tle say tn whether or not you'll be declared competent to fly a Cylon Ralder." 


Apollo had to laugh at the man's mock-serlous waving of a spanner In hfs general direction, but he 
sensed a serious undertone to the words, and was aware of the fron wil! backIng them. It was good 
to laugh again — but some of the things Hannibal hed tossed off so freely made him wonder. He 
was more sensitive than most to things left unsald -- and Hannibal had left many things unsald. 


"Y'know, Captain, |! don't really know much about you," he began tentatively. "I sort of trust 
you, but don't really know why. You've been to Hades with me, and brought me back from there, but 
that's not It. What Its It about you? You know too much, about too many people and places and 
thingse You've done too muche I! shouldn't trust you..." 


"True," the older man replied, staring Intently at Apollo. "If you had any sense at all, you 
wouldn't trust me as far as you could throw me -—- which, If ! recall, Isn't very far. At least, 
not when you're..edistracted. But, because you know better, you trust your Instincts. It's not 
me you trust; It's yourself. That, you can trust." 


Reassurance and strength flowed from the other man, not the kind of friendship Apollo recognized 
tn Morgan, but somethtng else, something deep and trustworthy -- but something not to be crossed. 


The younger Warrfor hoped he'd never have cause to cross Hannibal In anything; the man would be a 
dangerous adversary. He tried to find words to answer, remembered the business of relearning to 
fly a Ralder, and grinned, suddenly seeIng the hidden humour In the Engineer's carefully arranged, 
unconcealed —- but concealing -- I!fe-style. So many secrets were hidden there -—- and he wanted 
to learn them. But maybe It was best to let them Ife for now. 


"All right, Instructor, sir. When do | get back tn thls ship for a solo flight -- which I will 
pass with flying colours?" 


Hannibal laughed freely. “After you've checked out In a multiple-personnel test. In your case, 
I'd say take Morgan for cop!lot. Contrary to your opinion, he has not been spending all his time 
this past secton sitting around and dotng nothing. He's already soloed, and has checked out per- 
fectly -~ as ts to be expected from a pilot of his calibre." 


"Right." Apollo grimaced. Compared to Morgan again! "How nice to know you have such falth In 
me." ; 


They regarded each other for a suddenly uncomfortable moment. Apollo felt himself on the brink of 
something momentouse "Uh, Captain, about that stranger, Count Ibils..." 


"Iblls ts no stranger to mankInd, Apolloe You know that. I've encountered his work before, else- 
where, but never the befng himself. You're jucky.e He's a dangerous adversary -—- but an even 
deadifer ally. What truly amazes me !s that you've survived his rage -- not Just once, but three 
times." 


The younger man swallowed hard and looked down at the floor. He couldn't find anything to say -- 
but he desperately wanted to hear more. 
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"We're all free to choose our own destinies to a certaltn extent, for good or [l1, but this | know, 
In all the uncertalnty and briefness of human ex!Istence: We weren't put Into this universe to 
llve or dle at the whim of a creature IIke Ibllse His free will shouldn't Interfere with ours. 
Our purpose Its higher than that. 1! don't know what happens next, but Iblis Isn't our destiny. He 
sald we belonged together. He may be right, but we don't belong with him. Beyond death..." 


Apollo looked up againe "I remember hearing some of that before," he began faintly. “You're be- 
ginning to sound IIke my father, you know that?" 


"Adama Is a wise man," the Engineer commented. "You're a lot Ifke hIm -- and you'l! undoubtedly 
become more so, with time, If you don't let matters IIke thls colour your thoughts and darken your 
Judgement. And you have to be careful to stay your own person, to remain unique..." 


"You know my father?" He was learning more than he'd expectedee.e 
"Yes," the older man replied casual ly. 
Apollo walted expectantly for a long moment. “Very well?" he prompted. 


Hannibal shrugged. "Well enough, and probably better than necessary. I'm not surprised he was 
suspicious of the Cylon 'peace' offer. He understood them very well -- and, more Importantly, he 
understands humanity, and himself." 


"You worked together?" Anything to do with his father was Important to him now, when they had 
been apart so longs "When could that have been? What were you dofng? You were never on the GA- 
LACTICA, and | don't remember Father ever mentioning youe You weren't tn the records. eo" 


"Records never tell everything, Captain; you should know that by now. The thing Adama and | 
worked on together waseeenot on public record. Can you let It go at that, or do you Insist on 
know!ng more?" 


Those keen eyes were flxed on his, and Apollo moltstened his I'ps before speaking againe "I would 
Itke to know more, but If you can't tell me, I'i! have to accept It. Is there anything you can 
tell me?" 


Hannibal studied his spanner. "Your father was never officlally part of my assigned tasks," he 
finally satd, “but If you learn to trust someone to a certaln extent, they can be of Invaluable 
help Ineeecertain duties. |! can't say much more than that now; | couldn't even say this ltttle If 
we were back In the Colonies. Come by my quarters some time, though, If you wish, and we'll talk 
about {It more." The eyes bored Into hime "Don't give me cause not to trust you, Captain,” he 
sald flatly. 


"You trusted my father. He must have trusted you,” Apollo sald. "l hope that trust remains, and 
becomes mutual with us, too." Good Lords, he felt frightened! It was a heady feeling —- as tf he 
were asmal!l boy Just Inttlated Into a secret club, with a blgger boy threatening dire conse— 
quences If he violated some nonsensical ruleee. 


"As far as IbIlts Is concerned, | don't know why he left, or where he went..." the Engineer mused, 
absently tossing his spanner from hand to hand. 


The small gesture held Apollo's gaze; he stared unbliinkingly at the tool passing back and forth 


between the man's hands.e "He left with his own people," he replied tn a low voice. "He had to 
stand puntshment for violating thelr laws, the laws of some greater power -- maybe even what we 
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understand aSeeeGod- 


"He wasn't supposed to kII! Starbuck." He was fidgeting now -- still the small boy, or maybe the 
green Cadet, facing his first debriefing. "Starbuck's st!i! here -- not allve, but he says he's 
not really dead, elther, as true death goes..." 


There was no expression on Hannibal's face, and Apollo wondered {f the other man belleved him fn- 


sane. Maybe | ameece 


He IIcked his IIps agalne "I don't understand It myself," he confessed, plunging one "I don't 
even know If he'd want you told." It was a blundering confession, fn response to everything the 
Engineer had already told hime "I! don't know anything about ft at all. Maybe I'm hallucinating, 
and Morgan with me, because | don't want to face his death. But I've..-seen him, and talked with 
hime And It'seeeceaster, somehow..." He was blubberiIng IIke a foole Hannibal would think hima 
lunatic, and any hope of trust between them would be gone forever. 


"| see," the older man said gravely. He sat down beside Apollo. "So Starbuck [ts stfll with us. 
| wondered." 


“You belfeve me?" 
"1 know of no reason why you should Ile. And, somehow, It all makes a great deal of sense." 
"You don't think I'm crazy?" He felt greatly relleved. 


"I! told you, I've encountered Iblfs' work before. No, ! don't think you're crazy. His pecple, 
the ones from that other dimenslone..™ 


"You've met them, too!" Apollo breathed, barely able to contain his excitement. Hannibal had met 
them, too, those belIngs who'd once given him back his I!fe, who had once "borrowed" him to stop a 
war! He knew the entitles who'd saved thelr I!ves now, !f Starbuck was right! 


"Long ago — and ! have wished to meet them again, ever sIncee They safd things that are only Im- 
pressions noweee Perhaps humanity has a chance In spite of the Cylons. They may be directing us, 
to make up for what IbIils did on Cylonee." HIs qulet words and distant gaze were filled with In- 
trospection, and the glance he levelled at Apollo was full of respect. “We must always keep on 
trying; there Is always hope. Very few men know If they have triumphed or falled untI!i after 
their Judgement — and they usually can't come back to tell use I! think maybe Starbuckee. Never 
minde®™ He rose abruptly. 


"You think what?" Apollo demanded. What did the Beings tell him? He can't stop now! I've got to 


knoweee He wanted to know more, had to hear what this man knew. 


"it'll have to walt," Hannibal told him tn an undertone. "There's a team due for a Raider test 
flight tn a few centons, and | belleve the dynamic duo approaches even now. Later, Apollo. Count 
on ite" 


Apollo watched as two of Green Squadron's pl lots received thelr pre-flight checks and were given a 
launch okay- Hannibal was no ordinary officer. He was certain the man had once belonged to the 
Intelligence Service, and his I!fetime of experience, those special bits of wisdom gleaned from 
the cosmic ShIp of Lights, could help him make sense of his own I!fe, now -- even more, perhaps, 
than Starbuck's newly-found, other-worldly comments. Starbuck's exIstence was consolation -- but 
Hannibal's knowledge might help him understand as well as accept. He marvelled to rediscover a 
peaceful, questing something Inside, that put his world into better order- Diana and Morgan will 
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understandeee 


Quiet laughter — Starbuck's voice. His friend was leaning against the Viper mount. "I'd feel 
miffed at your chofce of mentors, If It weren't the truth," he commented genlally- "He probably 
sttit knows more than | do! But I'd be careful with him, with what you ask, and how, and when. 
He's not gonna spoon-feed you anything!" 


That's certainly true! Apollo laughed at the mental Image of htmself In swaddiling-clothes at 
Hannibal's feet. It was as silly a picture In his mtnd as It would be In real IlIlfe -- but he 
loved It. 


"Perhaps tormentor might turn out a better choice of words," the Lfeutenant continued. "After 
all, he's just reduced you to the same position you've put so many Cadets and Junior officers In 
-- young pups with thelr dignity and self-confidence kicked out from under them with a word or a 
glance — never me, of course," he finished virtuously. 


Apollo couldn't keep a stralght face, and he certainly couldn't find any words to scold Starbuck 
for his boid comments. It felt too good to laugh again. 


Hannibal let his tratnees launch with only a mintmum of Instruction. He could hear Apollo laugh- 
Ing at somethingeec. 


A private Joke? He glanced back at the young Warrtor, who was still seated on the mount steps, 
leaning back, seeming to be talking to someone. His own eyes narrowed as he studied the scene. 


Apollo wasn't crazye That, he was sure of —— he knew the signs, the situation, and he'd known 
Adama well enough to be able to recognize Impending Insanity In hIs offspringe So there must be a 
FEBSONe ee 


it hit him with quiet Impact. Starbuck. He couldn't see the man(?), but he could feel him -— 
something In the alr, maybee Starbuck was there. 


interestingeee 


Also tnteresting was his own reaction to revealing parts of his past to Apoilo's scrutiny. There 
was no longer any reason ‘to keep those yahrens a secret -- the Colonles were gone; Commander 
Christopher and a select few others knew of his activities with Intelligences; he had no real ene- 
mies on this ship, except for a few witless clods In Security. But, Instead of letting the past 
Ite, Instead of being entirely above-board with Apollo, he was treating Adama's son like a poten- 


tial recrult. Hardly @ proper field activity, under the circumstances... 


With a puzzied stgh, he ran a hand through hts curly, grey-flecked hair. The Lords knew Apollo 
didn't need to be taken under anybody's wing, not with his abi IlIty, experlence, and maturity... 


A second thought hurt worse than the first, and was a more Intense blow to his emotionse Every 
man wanted +o accomplish something In hts I!tfe, to leave a legacy to someone who would care. 
Something assured him that, more than anyone else he knew, Apollo would appreciate the shadowy 
legacy he would leavee For a brief moment, he was deeply Jealous of Adama, that such a son would 
be part of his legacy to humanityeee 


+t hh & 


Alexandra stretched, yawning drowsIly.- She felt better, but there was no reason to hurry out of 
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bed; she wasn't due anywhere for a long time. 
Olid habIts died hard. 


She mused on her options whtle showerInge Sentlology complained about belIng perpetually under- 
staffed, although the most pressing need for adequate staffing had ended with the conclusion of 
the OSIRIS's misston and the Destruction of the Colonies. Still, she knew Tanis had enough re-~ 
spect for her abl l{ties to give her some worthwhI le project. 


Major Meret would probably be pleased to have extra assistance In Archives, as well -~ although It 
would Itkely be Tanis's work she'd be doing; hls projects always expanded to take up twice the 
number of work centars his personnel could supply.e But It would keep her busy with somethIng she 
could find an Interest Ine The very thought of going Into Civilfan Services was nauseating -- 
she'd probably be stuck In the Commissary, |tke Lieutenant Trav had been during her pregnancy! 


Her eariter Interest In the day waned fast; disinterest In any of her possible cholces rapidly 
left her as apathetic as the day before. She made a face at the mirror as she wrapped herseif In 
@ towel, then padded back to her bed for the uniform she'd latld out. 


"Aley, | think we ought to have a talk." 


She whirled about tn shock, stared for a moment at the Image of Starbuck standing before her, and 
promptly fainted. 


&eneek & 


The sesston was gruelling; more than once, Morgan was tempted to smash hIs fists agalnst the deck 
and glve upe Allahara, with her huntress's Instincts, probed and found weak spots [n every 
telepathic shleld he tried to set against her. She tried to be kind, but each fallure only frus- 
trated him more — and made him more determined to succeed the next time. She was Indefatigable, 
willing to keep working long after Garnyd uneas!I ly suggested he was overworking himself. 


But, at last, he managed to hold a barrier agalnst her telepathic scan for almost half a centon; 
that victory, minor though !t was, made the threesome cal! it a daye Allahara's stomach was 
growltng for a haunch of something fresh and Juicy, so a quick silent compliment on his progress 
was all she sent back to the two humans as she padded out the door of the commandeered Cultural 
Survey briefing roome 


The men chose to shower and change clothes before heading to the pllots' lounge for a drink In 
celebration. Afterwards, Garnyd planned to catch a nap before a scheduled patrol. Morgan In- 
tended to find Apollo, and check on Diana. 


"You're doing well," Garnyd commented, carefully glancing around to be sure they were unobserved. 
"Took me a lot longer to learn telepathic shielding." 


"You don't trust anyone, do you, expect maybe Hannibal -- and not always him," Morgan observed 
with attempted casualness. Garnyd had always avoided him Iike some kind of plague, and only 
Hannibal's "suggestion" had convinced the other man to help hime They were stIi!l far from 
becoming friends, but each had begun to appreciate the other's abilities and character. 

*! don't have much choice about trusting you with this, do 12" 

"You've nothing to fear from mee If | gave you away, I'd be glving myself away as well," the 


telepath countered. Damn! | hate making this sound IIke blackmail! "And | think that by now, 
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you know | can keep a secret." He was uncomfortable with the dIscusslon. 


So, It appeared, was Garnyd. "Secrets? You know mine. I've never been In your mind, but you've 
been In mine, to find what you needed to know to rebulld your defences. I"ve never let anyone do 
that before, not evenee. Never mind. Wouldn't [t+ disturb you to know somebody was tramping 
through your private thoughts and memories?" 


Morgan shuddered. That was exactly what IblIls had donee. "I see what you mean," he stated 
flatly. "It's been done to me -—- against my will. That's why | need your help, for the moment, 
at least -- although | hope we can be friends later. And I've never looked Into your private 
thoughts; they're none of my business." 


The other man seemed relieved, and the telepath had to resist an Impulse to do as he had sworn not 
ToO-6 


"You buying the first round?" 
"Suree Why not?" Morgan, too, was relieved. 


In the lounge, Robin flagged them down before they could get settled. "Hey, Morgan! Your friend 
Captatn Apollo was Just here, looking for youe He and Alexandra left ——- headed for Life Centre, | 
think." 


"Thanks, RobIn.® He turned to hIs companton. "I! suppose !|'d better find hime" Together? Apollo 
end Alexandra? From what | understood, they're not exactly on the best of terms these daysee- 


"Go ahead," Garnyd InsIsted. "I'Il! Join some of the others." He grabbed a mug of ale and headed 
toward a corner table, where several bolsterous members of Purple Squadron were nolsily celebrat- 
Ing someone's birthday. 


Morgan left to look for Apollo. 


ee RH 


Apollo kept a cautious eye on Alexandrae She'd seemed nervous when she'd found him tn the pilots’ 
lounge and asked to talk to hime He still wasn't sure what she wanted. 


After a few perfunctory questions about Diana and Morgan, she'd been silent, except for brief 
responses to his own questions, as often as not so tangential to what he'd sald that he knew she 
was only half-IiIstening. 


He knew her rapid stride as they walked was a mark of agitation -- the more uneasy she was, the 
faster she tended to walk and speake He kept up with her easily, but wondered when she'd get 


around to bringtng up whatever It was she wanted to talk about. 


Realtzing nelther of them had spoken for a full centon, he tried to force the Issue. "Uh, Alex," 
he began, "Is there something Important you needed to talk about?" 


She licked her |IIps before responding. "! notice you've had me removed from the fiight rosters." 
He knew she was evading the real Issue. "You Informed me you were pregnant, the other dayee.lIn 


Starbuck's quarters. Was I|..e-incorrect In assuming you Intend to keep the chI!d? If | am, we can 
change your status agaln..." 
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She has to keep the baby; ae i | try to talk her Into It If necessary... Diana had lost his child, 
but there was no reason to lose Starbuck's as well. 


He caught himself In shock as he followed the course of his own thoughts. He had no right to In- 
tertere tn her choice. She wasn't his wife — and Diana had made It quite clear that such a de- 
ciston belonged only to the people Involved. 


"No," she replied hastily. I'm keeping the baby; that wasn't the point. Jeeedidn't remember I'd 
told youee. Other things on my mind, | guesseee" 


“Was there something else, then?" At this potnt, he wouldn't have been surprised by another bIit- 
ter denunclation; Indeed, he half expected it. He was prepared to deal with [t -- but she wasn't 
acting IIke she planned to turn on him, and he couldn't quite figure out her Intent. 


She shrugged, opened her mouth, then closed It agaln, taking a deep breath. "Ummm..." 


"Something you sald the other day? ! realize your..econdition and the situation could have left 
you temporarily..eedistraught. | think we can make some allowances, If that's what you're con- 
cerned about..." 


She stared at him with relltef, although she tried to cover !t with outrage. “Don't patronize me, 
Captain. Hysterla's not usually considered a legal defence for mouthing off to one's superior. 
And I'd Itke to leave my 'condition' out of this!" She took another deep breathe "I'm glad that 
you're willlIng to let this slide, but actually, | owe you an apology, as much for the things | 
thought as for the I!ttle | sald. And that's why |! had to talk to you, among other reasonSee. 
Oh, this tsn't coming out right at all!* 


He ratsed his eyebrows In silent question, but waited patiently. 


She closed her eyes a moment, then stopped walking and abruptly turned to face him. He had to 
take a step backward to return to her side. 


"Captain," she began quite formally, "I'm afratd I've had some totally Incorrect Ideas about what 
happenede.ewhen Starbuck dled. Maybe my condition Is part of It, after all. But for the past few 
sectons, I've had some very cruel [fdeas about your role In his death -- and those notions were to- 
tally unfounded, and very unflattering to youe ! know you would've done something to save him If 
you could. I| didn't understandeo. 


"The situation Is much clearer now, ‘thanks to time, and aeeefriend's explanation. I! hope you'll 


accept my apologies, and | hope my misconceptions don't destroy whatever friendship we might have 
had." 


The long speech over, she closed her mouth quite firmly and gazed straight at him, trepidation 
evident In her eyes. 


Apollo bitnked as he considered the possible Implications of her words. She'd obviously thought 
him tn some way responsible for Starbuck's death -~ and he was, of course, In one sense. Iblis 


had come for him, and Starbuck had pald the price for his redemption. But Starbuck was still with 
them, tn one formeee 


She sald a "friend" explalnedeee! 


"You've seen him," he stated. 
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"Yeseee" She looked down for a moment, then began to walk again, her arms crossed, much more at 
ease. "We had a long talk, and he explained a lot of things that weren't clear to me before. | 
misjudged you; you were right about that." 


"Is that why you're keep!ng the baby?" 


She shook her head, and he could see a hInt of a smile. "No, I!'d've kept it anyway. Even If 
Starbuck had IIlved, and we'd split up because of It... We were both very young at the Academy -- 
however mature and on top of the unltverse we thought we were, however bright we saw our futures to 
be. And | was so Inexpertenced... We're a little older now, and I!fe looks a lot tougher from 
heree And looking ahead..." She shrugged. "I've never been especially domestic-minded -- | Itke 
the excitement and adventure bIt -- but I've always sald I'd try anything once. Even maternity. 
Maybe some dayee. Well, for now, | love Starbuck, and you never know about the future..." 


A crewman passed within earshot and nodded a greeting. They acknowledged hIs presence, and walted 
untt! he was gone before continulng. 


"Actually, Apollo," Alexandra sald quietly, “tt suddenly seems | Ike a very good time to begin a 
family, to have somebody. My own family's been gone for so long, and there Isn't anything left 
for me except memortes —— and they all end rather violently. Now, there'll be something to look 
forward to — a family, areal future." 


"A hostage to fortune?" He thought of his own past, anda dead woman who'd once sald something 
Itke that. Take what we can, while we canee. 


"That's one way of looking at I+," she answered thoughtfully. "But there can be so much good, and 
even Joy, In the future, that I'll risk a Ilfttle pain. It's worth it, to have that stake, espe- 
clally now, when everything seems so bleak and emptyee. He helps make that clear, Just by still 
being here, the way he Is -- so much ITke the way he wasee. It's worth the risk. He took It, and 
dled -- and he stlil thinks soe I'm going to look forward, and expect better days. Or Is this 
getting to be so much metaphysical philosophical double-talk that doesn't mean anything? 


He feit a laugh bullding Inside. "! understand very well," he repifed with heartfelt sincerity. 
"i'm willing to take that risk, too, | guess, and hope for the futures But It wasn't to be, not 


this time. Fortune stood against It..." And Diana's unwillingness, but maybe some time soon... 
"Just let me know If you need anything, a helping hand, a shoulder to cry on, somebody to stand by 


youe I owe Starbuck a great deal, for a lot of reasons, and |'mwililng to be a stand-in as an 
uncle, or whatever you and your child need." 


She smiled widely, and he thought he saw tears In her eyes. "Thanks a lot, Apollo. It means more 
than you knowe" Her volce was a little husky. 


"Hey, Apollo!" 

They glanced back, to see Morgan hurrylIng toward them. 

"1811 let you talk," Alexandra sald quietly, and vanished Into LIfe Centre as Apollo waited for 
hIs friend to catch up to hIme The blond telepath seemed a bit breathless, as [f he'd run some 


distance. 


"What did she want?" was Morgan's first question. Apollo stared In puzziement. "Why'd she leave 
so fast?" 


"Well, you were calling me,” Apollo stated. Then he grinned. "The curse ts transferred," he tn- 
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toned pompously- "Now, people are leaving me when you show up, Instead of the other way around. 
Why were you In such a hurry?" 


"| thought you two were only on Insult terms." 

"We're over that. Everything's fine." 

"Oh?" 

"Uh-huh. Diana's gotng to be all right; Alexandra's keeping her baby; Hannibal's stil! Hannibal; 
Starbuck wi!| continue to be a thorn In my sides And you're getting the help you need. What more 
could | want?" Apollo asked gally, with a teasing smile. 

"1 see. Everything's Just grande And how much do you know about our frend Hannibal?" 


"Enough," was the cheerful reply. "And | expect to know more." 


The telepath was taken aback. "You know he was [n Intelilgence? If you're going to be spending 
much time with him, you ought to realize..." 


"| guessed'as muche Garnyd, too?" 

"Uhece™ 

"Oh, right, you don't talk about hime He does his own talking, and not often. That's fine by me. 
Right now, the universe Is a place I! am most content to Iflve Ine If only Starbuck were really 


stIll allve, and we could find the GALACTICA..." 


SHold It! Hold It!" Morgan laughed. "Don't start enumerating the things we need to make IIfe 
perfect. You'll Just depress us both. And speaking of our Starbuck and Alexandra..." 


*"She knowse He told her." 
"What about Diana?” 


Apollo frowned. "She doesn't know yet. And | don't plan on saying anything for the time being. 
Walt unt! | she gets out of Life Centre..." 


"Why do you Warrlors always talk as If Life Centre's a prison sentence of some sort?" an exasper- 
ated volce remarkede "And do you realize you're blocking the doorway? If you will please excuse 
meeee” Doctor Lupus stalked past the two men and entered Life Centre. 

"! wonder what he heard..." Morgan began cautiously, watching the doctor's retreating back. 

"I don't know, but this Is a rather public place. Let's go visit Diana." 

Alexandra and the Senltor Medical Officer of the OSIRIS were with Diana when they arrived at her 
private chamber. The doctor was chuckling uncharacterIstically, while the women stared at each 
other In a disconcerted manner. 


"You meaneee” Diana finally sald, sitting up In bed. 


"Ma Jor Jason Is gotng to have somebody's hide," Doctor SenbI replied, with an amused snort. 
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"Why? What's going on?" Apollo ventured to Intrudee He stood behind Alexandra's chair, leaning 
over her shoulder. Morgan rematned tn the doorway. 


"We've discovered the cause of the recent rash, as it were, of unIntended pregnancles among female 
personnel who've been very consclentious In the maintenance of thelr contraceptive programs." 


"And?" Morgan prompted. 
"We've traced [t, as | salde The common denominator Is ali cases ts M'dorl." 
The men stared, as dumbfounded as the women. 


"We analyzed several samples after discovering the IIquor's possible complicity In the matter, and 
it has been confirmed. Someone tampered with a batch of Jason's most prized distillation -- added 
an aphrodisiac, according to our tests.e Unfortunately, one side effect of this particular chem!- 
cal, taken [In conjunction with this particular alcohol, Is the total nullification of our contra- 
ceptives." 


The doctor was Interrupted by a spontaneous outburst of laughter from the two male Warriors, to 
which both female Warrltors responded with angry glarese He ralsed an eyebrow mischlevously. "I'm 
glad someone else Is enJoyIng this. Most of the women have reacted rather, um, badly to the news. 
Now that the dfiagnos!s has been confirmed, | must contact the Major at once, so the matter can be 
properly dealt withe EnJoy your visit, gentlemen, but don't wear the lady out." 
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Aware that the young Warrlor was brooding, and was convinced his lost child was a girl -~ Why else 
the name |la? -- Doctor Lupus stopped Apollo as he left his wife's chamber; Dlana was asleep. 
"Oh, Captain, there's something ! think you might ITke to know. We completed our chromosome 
tests. The child was male." 


"No question about It?" he asked faintly. 
"it was quite early In the pregnancy, but, no, there's no question." 


He never noticed when the doctor left him. It wasn't Ilat It was not meant to be! He leaned 
against the wall and closed hIs eyes; his rellef was haunted by grief. It wasn't meant to be... 
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Apollo's tears were scalding as they brimmed from hls reddened eyes, running down his cheeks to 
spttl Into hts hands as he wept tn the s!lent security of the celestial chamber. But they were 
heallng tears, washing away patn without gullt, relieving h!s aching heart. He'd finally given tn 
to his own sorrow -- and [t+ was a good feeling. It had taken so long to simply let himself feel 
hts grief, to find this healthy outlet for Ite. 


He cried privately. 


He mourned the loss of Diana's chlid. It had been a son, not the daughter he'd so looked forward 
to, anticl!pated from some long-past dream. Perhaps this son was never meant to be, sInce Diana 
wasn't ready, and he had never foreseen the child. Maybe I+ was hls own eagerness for a stake In 
this Iffe, as Alexandra had put It, that made this ch!I!d so Important to him. But he could let go 
of it now, and look to the future, know!Ing the day would come when hIs hopes would be fulfilled. 
For the present, he could only say good-bye In thls simple way, and wish things had been other- 
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And Starbuckees How do! feel about Starbuck? It was wrenchIng to remember how his friend had 


died, sacrificing all to save hIm. But he's sttll here, In some strange way that at times can 
frighten Meee 


He should be gone! How does one deal with aeeeghost, a--espirit? He's deadees 


That fact couldn't be changed, had to be dealt with. He remembered his first reaction -- the 
dreamy, relfeved acceptance, as If everything would go on just as it had before. It was a totally 
unrealistic view of thingse Now, he saw It more clearly, could face Starbuck's death squarely, 
despite the emotional paln. 


Every time IbIfs appeared, hIs own existence underwent a drastic change -- a change In goals, per- 
spectives, hopes, even I!fe-style and position. And the Ship of Lights came, too, with Its other- 
worldly beings and Its frightentng reassurances. Is [t+ logical to trust belngs with such power, 
so far _tn advance of our own people and culture...? 


Starbuck's memory of previous encounters with them was clearer now, and he tried to explain that 
other dimension, from his own experfences there, but Apollo tnstinct!vely shled away from what his 
friend salde He'd met them before, too -- but, perhaps, mortal belngs were not meant to know or 


understand those entitles. It's better they remain an enigma, awe-inspiring, beyond comprehension 
by beings Itke USeee 


Meanwhile, tears could ease his palne Dtana's enduring love and Morgan's special friendship would 
be anchors, and duty -- to this ship, and, soon, to Starbuck's child -- would be responsIbI lity 
enough to ensure hIm a purpose In Iftfee His destiny would be met and fulfltiled, whatever I+ might 
be, for however long he IIved. 


Eventually, hfs tears ceased, and he sat back In his chalr to contemplate the stars all around 
him, observing the beauty of the universe. Stars of all ages, fulfilling their given destinies, 
for purposes unknown ‘to a mystified humanity... Points of IIight and colour, some surrounded by 
worlds, life, laughter; others barren, alone and silenteec. 


His cleansing Introspection was shattered by the sound of someone at the hatch. He'd left the en- 
trance locked. When It opened easily, and the roar of the battliestar's engines slammed Into his 
ears, he knew the visitor had to be Morgan; only the telepath's kinetic abilities could force the 
lock so readily.- The nolse and light were gone In an Instant; In the ensulng darkness, he heard 
Morgan's quiet movements as his friend Jolned him. 


"Hello, Morgane" HIs volce was calm, but still held a trace of huskIness from the previous cen- 
tar's tears. 


"Figured I'd find you here." 


Apollo heard a clinking sound, followed by the slosh of I!quid belng poured. He shook with smoth- 
ered laughter. "My own medicine?" he asked IIghtly- 


"Worked for me, so why not?® 
"Sure [t's safe?" 


"| think soe” 
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Apollo slifpped out of the chalr and JolIned Morgan on the floor. His friend passed him a glass; a 
taste confirmed that !t contalned some of Major Jason's spectal M'dor!, doctored for the occaslfon. 
They drank In amlable silence for several centons. 


“Not bad,” Apollo ventured Into the darkness. The starlight was dim; he could barely make out his 
companton's s!lhouette against one of the chamber's clear panelse The moment was eerily similar 
to a previous one, when he'd tried to console Morgan after the frightening violation tn Ibils’ 
caverne 


"Not bad at all. When's Diana getting out?" 
"Later today." 
“Mmmeee Plan on locking yourself up here forever?" Morgan mimicked. 


"Not at all. As a matter of fact, I've probably spent all the time here ! need toe" Apollo 
leaned back agalnst the s!de of the chalr. "I'd forgotten, these past sectons, Just how soothing 
It Is to stt here and watch the unlverse go by.” 


"To our shared retreat, then," Morgan toasted, and they drank In peaceful sl! lence for a time be- 
fore the Lleutenant spoke again, hesItantly. “Apollo, what fn Hades happens next?" 


“What do you mean?” 


"IblIs and the Ship of Lights have haunted you for yahrens. Even with Iblis gone, as Starbuck as- 
sures us, banned from harming you, or any of us, by thefr decree, are those...entities..directing 
our I!ves? Are we puppets In some game of theirs? I've never met them; you and Starbuck have. 
Why do they care what happens to us?® 


Apollo thought carefully for a moment before answering. "They'll never Interfere with our free 
will. Starbuck's stIll with us because of Iblis' actions, and thelr wish to make things right 
agaln, as much as they cane They were Ike us, onceesee 


"What happens next? | don't know. | don't know If they’re directing us; | don't know If they 
can, If they're allowed... They'd never do us harm; that, I'm sure ofee." 


"They can't direct us unless we're wilitng to hear them, and sttl! retain responsibIi I ty for our 
chotces," Starbuck sald clearly. Apollo and Morgan were both sufficiently accustomed to his sud- 
den appearances that nefther man betrayed surprise In any way. 


"Do you know what our destiny Its, where we go from here, what role they'’!I| play?" Apollo asked. 


Shrugging, Starbuck knelt beside them. "No, | don't. And they've gone on, now, to their own di- 
mension again, to watch, and walt. I! can't even ask Angela; | tried once. ! doubt she'd be al- 
lowed to tell me, even !f she knew. But 1! think they'I! do their best to guide us on the way to 
becoming Ifke them -- tn spIrIit, ff not tn form -- whether on Earth, or with the GALACTICA, or 
wandering In space forever. That's the way they are, | think." 


"Embodiments of truth and wisdom?" Morgan queried. "Servants of the Highest Power? What are 
they, Starbuck?" 


"They're not something | can explain In human terms," he responded. "!'m not even sure ! under- 


stand them myself. They areeeebeyond humane But they can help guide us to our destinies. | 
guess that's why I'm still heree I've found my destiny." 
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"And that's to help us find ours?" 


Starbuck nodded at Apollo. "That's the best ! understand of It. But |! think that's what we al! 
do, help each other alongee." 


Apollo's slow, thoughtful smile was reflected on Morgan's face. "My friend, thank youe !'m glad 
you're here," he sald simply. 


"Uh, not to bring this lofty conversation down to a really mundane level or anything, but that 
stuff looks good, buddies," Starbuck commented, eyelng the M'dorl flask. "Mind If 1 Joln you?" 


SOLS 
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